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ABDULLAH  BULBUL  AMIR 


The  sons  of  the  Prophet  are  valiant  and  cold, 

And  quite  unaccustomed  to  fear ; 

And  the  bravest  of  all  wqs  a  man,  so  I'm  told, 
Called  Abdullah  Bulbul  A^-ir.  I 

T.jhen  hhe'/  wanted  a  nan  to  encourage  the  van 
Or  harrass  the'  foe  from  the  rear; 

Storm  fort  or  redoubt,  they  were  sure  to  call  out, 
For  Abdullah  Bulbul  Amir. 

There  are  heroes  in  plenty,  and  well  known  to  fame, 
In  the  legions  that  fight  for  the  Czar j 
But  none  of  such  fame  as  the  many  by  the  name, 

Of  Ivan  Petrofsky  Skovar. 

He  could  imitate  Irving,  tell  fortunes  by  cards, 
And  play  on  the  Spanish  guitar; 

In  fan  t,  quite  the  cream  of  the  Muscovite  guards, 
Mas  Ivan  Petrifsky  Skovar, 


One  day  this  bold  Muscovite  shouldered  his  gun, 

Put  on  his  most  cynical  sneer; 

And  was  walking  downtown  when  he  happened  to  run. 
Into  Abdullah  Bulbul  An  sir. 

Young  man,  11  Said  Bulbul,  "Is  existence  so  dull, 
That  you're  anxious  to  end.  your  career; 

Then,  Infidel,  know  you  have  trod  on  the  toe, 
of  Abdullah  Bulbul  A '-hr, 

So  take  your  last  look  at  the  soa,  sky,  and  brook. 
Make  your  latest  report  on  tho  war; 

For  I  mean  to  iranlyfrou  are  going  to  die, 

0  Ivan  petrofsky  Skovar. 
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So  this  fierce  nan  he  took  his  trusty  chibouk 
And  imxrnuring  "Allah  Akbar." 

Tfith  rnirder  intent  he  most  skvagoly  ttentj 
For  Ivan  Petrofsky  Skovar 

The  Sul ton  rose  up,  the  disturbance  to  quell. 
Likewise,  give  the  victor  a  cheerj 
He  arrived,  just  in  time  to  bid.  hasty  farewell. 

To  Ab  dull  all  Bulbul  Amir. 

A  loud  sounding  splash  from  the  Danube  was  heard, 
Resounding  o'er  the  meadows  afarj 
It  came  frora  the  sack  fitt  ing  close  to  the  back. 
Of  Ivan  Petrofsky  Skovar .  ^ 

Ihere  lieth.  a  stone  where  the  Danube  doth  roll. 

And  on  it  in  characters  queer j 
Are  "Stranger,  when  passing  by,  pray  for  the  soul 
Of  Abdullah  Bulbul  Amir. 

A  Muscovite  maiden  her  vigil  doth  keep. 

By  the  light  of  the  pale  northern  star. 

And  the  none  she  repeats  every  night  in  he.r  sleep. 
Is  Ivan  Petrofsky  Skovar. 
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AC.il  II!  Tins  ROLE 

This  town  is  full  of  guys, 
hho  think  they're  pretty  wise, 

Just  because  they  know  a  tiling  or  two. 

You  can  seo  them  night  and  day. 

Strolling  up  and  down  Broadway, 

Telling  of  the  wonders  they  can  do. 

Con-men  and  crapshooters. 

Congregate  around  the  mctropole, 

Wearing  flashy  ties  and  collars, 

T-Jhcre  do  they  get  those  dollars? 

They  all  have  an  ace  down  in  the  hole. 

Some  of  then  write  to  the  old  folks  for  coin, 
That's  their  old  ace  in  the  hole. 

Others  have  girls  on  the  old  tenderloin. 
That's  their  old  acc  in  the  hole. 

They'll  tell  vim  of  trips, 

That  th.ur  are  going  to  make, 

Prom  'Frisco  to  the  old  Forth  Pole, 

But  their  n-mes  would  be  mud, 
like  n  chump  playing  stud. 

If  they  lost  that  old  ace  in  the  hole. 
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AIR  FORCE  801 
(’•Jab ash  Cannon  Ball) 

Calling  Johnny  Tower,  This  is  Air  Force  801, 

I'm  turning  on  the  downwind  leg 
Fy  turbine's  over-run. 

Ify  tailpipes  overheated,  the  gage  says  921, 

You  bettor  call  the  crash  crow  and  get  them,  on  the  run 

Air  Force  801,  this  is  Johnncy  Tower 
I  cannot  call  the  crash  crew  for  this  is  coffc  hour, 

Jour  not  cleared  in  the  pattern, 

Row  that  is  plain  to  see 

So  take  it  on  around  again,  we  have  some  VIP. 

Calling  Johnncy  Tower,  this  is  Air  Force  801, 

I'll  turning  on  the  downwind  leg,  I  sec  your  biscuit  gun, 
i-y  engines  -running  rough,  and  the  plenums  gonna  blow, 

I'm  going  to  buy  a  star fire,  so  look  out  down  below. 

Calling  Johnncy  Tower,  this  is  Air  "?orce  801, 

I'm  turning  on  the  final,  and  turning  one  one.,  lung, 

I'm  going  to  lPnd  this  strrfire,  n-  matter  wh_t  you  say, 

I'm  goingtto  got  my  charts  fixed  up  before  that  judgement  day. 

Air  Force  801,  this  is  .judgement  day, 

"our  in  Pilot's  heaven  and  you  arc  here  to  stay, 

You  just  bought  a  starfirc,  and  you  bought  it  well,  - 
Rio  famous  Air  Force  801  was  just  sent  straight  ti  holl. 


AIR  FORCE  HIM 


Off  wo  go  into  the  wild  blue  yonder 
Climbing  high  into  the  sky 
Here  they  gome  zooming  to  meet  our  thunder 
At  'em  boys  give  her  the 

Down  wo  dive  spouting  our  flames  from  under 
Off  with  one  hell  of  a  roar. 

He  live  in  fame,  or  go  down  in  flame 
Nothing  can  stop  the  US  Air  Force, 

Here's  a  toast  to  the  host  of  those  who  love 
the  vastness  of  the  sky, 

To  a  friend  we  send  a  message  to  his  brother  men 
who  fly, 

He  drink  to  those  who  gave  their  all  of  old 
And  down  we  roar  to  score  the  rainbow's  pot  of  gold, 
Hero's  a  toast  to  the  host  of  the  men  we  boast, 
the  US  Air  Force, 

AIR  FORCE  LA  HUT 
(  lane  eyes  Have  Seen  The  Glory) 

1-ano  eyes  have  seen  the  days  of  men  who  ruled,  the 
fighting  sky,. 

"Tith  hearts  that  laughed  at  death  and  lived  for 
nothing  Tbut  to  fly. 

But  now  those  hearts'  re  grounded  and  those  days 
are  long  gone  by, 

OhJ  The  Ai r  Force » s  gone  to  hell, 

CHORUS:  Glory,  Glory j  regulations 
Glory-,  Glory,  regulations 
Have  them  road  at  every  station, 

And  crucify  the  man  who  breaks  one, 
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■  / 

jfy  bones  have  felt,  their  pounding  throb,  a  hundred 
thousand  strong , 

A  mighty  airborne  legion  sent  to  right  the  deadly  wrong. 
But  now  it's  only  memory,  it  only  lives  in  song 
OhJ  The  Air  Force's  gone  to  hell, 

I  have  seen  them  in  their  T-bolts,  when  their  eyes 
were  dancing  flame, 

I've  seen  their  screaming  power  dives  that  blasted 
Go  ering ' s  name , 

But  now  they  fly  like  sissies  and  they  hang  their 
head  in  sh^rne. 

Their  spirits  shot  to  hell. 

CHORUS : 

They  flow  B-26 '  s  through  a  -living  hell  of  flak. 

And  bloody,  dying  pilots  gave  it  eir  lives  to  bring 
them  back. 

But  now  they  all  play  pingpong  in  the  operations  shack. 
Their  technique  gone  to  hell. 

yes,  the  lordly  flying  fort tress  and  the  liberator  too 
Once  wrote  the  doom  of  Germany  with  contrails  in  the  blue. 
But  now  the  skys  are  emty  and  our  planes  arc.  wot  with  dew. 
And  wc  cannot  fly  for  hell. 

CHORUS: 

you  have  heard  your  '••ounding  5>0's  blaze  from  wings 
of  polished  steel, 

The  purring  of  your  $1  was  a  song  your  heart  could  feel, 
But  now  the  L-S  charms  you  with  it ' s  moaning,  groaning 
souool, 

And  it  will  not  climb  for  hell. 
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Hap  Arnold  built  a  fighting  team  that  sang  a 
fighting  songj 

About  the  mid  blue  yonder  in  the.  days  when  men 
were  strong, 

But  now  we?re  closely  supervised  for  fear  we  majr 
do  wrongs 

Oh  '  Hie  Air  Force '  s  gone  to  belli,. 


A  PTER  TUB  MISSIONS  OV'jR 
(After  the  ball  is  oTsrer) 

After  the  mission's  over,  after  wo  all  got  backj. 

We  get  interrogated,  how  did  you  dodge  the  flak# 

How  were  the  commy  fighters?  What  tine  was  tally- Ho 
Have  you  any  now  bitches?  If  not,  then  you  ray  go* 

We  like  this  locomotive,  we  think  it  handies  swell. 

We  like  this  bomber  pattern,  but  the  peel  off *s  a  - 
safer  x-ray, 

Level  your  xrings  on  the  crosswind,  or  you'll  hear'  the 
Colonel  say, 

— *—• «-  broke  the  regulations,-— -used  poor  technique 
— — 3rou  had  your  head  up,  we'll  have  a  short  critique^ 

Who  didn't  complete  their  mission? - you  will 

reoort. 

Why,  with  only  one  wing  off  you  had  to  abort# 


ALOUSTTE 


Alouette,  ,  Gentill  c  Alouette,  Alouette,  je  Te 
Pltuaerai, 

Jo  te  plufterai  la  tete,  j'o  to  plumerai  la  tete, 
A  le  tetej  A  la  tete^ 

ALcmette,  Alouette 

Oil,  Ola >  Oh,  Oh,  Alouotto  jo  te  alouette 
Alouetto  jo  te  pltunerai 
Jo  te  plioerai  R  &  R 

Ran  cl  Coke 

Geisha  Gal 

TIot-a-l>ath 

Stateside  Bed 

Clean  "jliito  Sheets 

'lit  the  pad 

Tnonty  ^jjaes 

Aching  Back 

I  ’AJinee 

It1 s  a  lie 
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A  VERY  FINE  AIRCRAFT 
(Sexual  life  of  a  camel) 

Oh,  the  "T!l  Jet's  aver y  fine.- aircraft. 
Constructed  of  rivets  and  tin^ 

It  cruises  well  over  throe  fifty, 

Tie  ship  with  the  headwind  built  in. 

CHORUS';  Oh,  why  did  I  join  tr  e  Air  Force, 
Ijdther,  dear  mother  knew  best. 

Here  I  lie  'neath  the  wreckage 
A  #T"  jet  all  over  my  chest. 

How  when  you  arc  out  on  a  mission 
You  will  be  happy  to  learn, 
the  crew  chief  is  betting  good  money 
Ton  to  one  you  will  never  return, 

CHORUS: 

How  when  7/ou  are  out  on  a  mission 
A  lag  15  makes  a  fine  pass. 

Reach  down  down,  pull  up  the  rod  handles 
To  hell  with  the  ship,  save  your  ass. 

CHORUS ; 

Ch,  the  lH.tcho.ll  >s  a  very  fine  airplane 
Constructed  of  paper  and  wood.. 

It's  alright  for  ferrying  whiskej?. 

But  for  combat  it's  no  goddam  good, 

CHORUS: 

Oh,  the  81;  jet  is  a  very  fine  aircraft 
A  stratosphere  bath  tub  no  less 
Ihey  never  hit  the  target 
But  for  ton  rales  around,  what  a  mess 


11 


IX 


/ 


t  W'fino-'aikf&rt 

mey  call  it  tne  queen  of  the  pack, 

A*  B*  j-1  •  C»  i or  each  mission, 

iind.  a  cluster  for  those  who  get  back* 

CHORUS: 

Ohj  tne  Invader  is  very  fine  aircraft 
Gadgets  upon  it  galore,  ■  1  ■ 

You  just  baroly  got  the  bitch  airborne. 

And  you're  called  back  to  pick  up  tiro  raore* 

CHORUS : 


BILL  HALL'S  GOAT 


There  was  a  man  by  the  name  of  Rill  Hall. 

He  had  a  goat  and  that  was  all 
One  day  that  goat  was  feeling  fine 
Ate  six. red  shirts  right:  off  the  line, 

■  ulj  Billy  cussed  and  then  he  swore ■ 

This  doggone. goat  won't  Jive  no  more* 

He  grasped  him  by  his  wooly  back. 

And  tied,  him  to  the  railroad  track, 

Hie. whistle  blew,  the  train  grew  nigh 
Tiiis  poor  old  goat  was  doomed  to  die* 

He  gave  six  shrieks  of  mortal  pain. 

Coughed  up  the  shirts  and  flagged  the  train. 
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BLjSS  TIQ-I  ALL 


Bless  then-  all,.  Blass  then  ell, 

The  needle,  the  airspeed,  the  boll. 

Bless  the  instructors,  who  taught  me  to  fly, 
Sent  me  up  solo  and  left  no  to  die. 


So,  if  ever  your  blow  jot  should  stall 
Tour i re  due  for  one  hell  of  a  fall, 
iTo  lollies  or  violets  for  dead,  fight  or 
So  cheer  up  lads,  bless  them  all. 


pilots. 


Bless  them  all,  Bless  them  all. 

The  long  and  the  short  and  the  tall. 

Bless  all  the  sergeants  the  sour  puss  ones. 

Bless  all  the  corporals,  and  their  dopey  sens. 
Cause  we  ire  saying  goodbye  to  them  all. 

The  long  and  the  short  and  the  tail, 

Therein  be  no  promotions  this  side  of  the  ocean 
■So  while  wo  arc  here,  bless  thorn  all. 


BLOOD  OH  TOUR  TOPIC 


There  was  a.  young  pilot  into  Sidney  did  stroll, 
lie  was  .lust  back  from  a  raid  on  Bloody  Rabau.1, 

Hi.cn  an  old  IIP.  sergeant  said,  "Pardon  me  please, 
There  is  blood  on  your  tunic  and  mud  on  your  knee. 
There tg  blood  on  your  tunic  and  nud  on  your  knee." 


"How  listen  hero  sorgo  nt, 
live  .just  come  back  from 
T, There  ack-ack  was  flying 
And  bravo  men  were  dying 
And  brave  non  were  dying 


you  bloody  damn  fool, 
a  raid  on  Bloody  Rabaul, 
and  comforts  wore  few, 
for  bastards  like  you. 
for  bastards  like  y.-,u*" 
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The  old.  MiPd  sergeant  said*  ^Phrdon me  Sir. 

Oil  yeti  lieutenant  I  intended  no  sliii* j 

But  the  girls  here  in  Sidney  are  hard  to  plea§ej 

With  blood  on  your  tunic  and  mud  *n  your  knee* 

With  blood  on  yonr  tunic  and  mud  on  yonr  knee.11 

,!H#w  listen  hear  sergeant,  you  bloody  damn  fool, 

The  girls  here  all  know  Ilm  just  back  from  Eabaul. 
They *11  loye  you  and  kiss  you  for  after  they  see, 
Blood  on  a  manls  tunic  and  mud  on  his  knee, 

Blood  tfn  a  manls  tunic  and  mud  on  his  knee.11 

low  this  young  pilot  picked  up  a  girl, 

He  wined  her  and  dined  ner  and  gaye  her  a  whirl. 

Then  out  to  his  flat  where  he  told  her  his  woes, 

She  felt  so  sorry  she  took  fff  her  clothes . 

She  felt  so  sorry  she  took  off  her  clothes. 

how  this  young  pilot  writes  this  aayice, 

Rabaul  it  was  rough,  but  Sidney  was  nice. 

With  women  understanding.,  and  easy  fp  please, 

If  you  had  blood  on  your  tunic  and  uiud  «n  your  knee. 
If  you  had  blood  on  your  tunic  and  man  on  your  knee, 


BOSOM  BUDDIES  WHILE  BOOZIWG- 

Why  did  I  join  the  Air  Borae, 

Mother  dear  mother  knew  best, 

Ilm  here  on  the  end  of  the  runway, 

My  thunder jet  wrapped  round  my  chest. 

Take  the  diye  brake  out  of  my  kidney, 
Take  the  buckets  out  of  my  br'ain, 

Take  the  nozzle  opt  of  my  stomach, 

And  assemble  my  Thunder jet  again. 
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CHORUS:  We  are  the  hoys  wh*  fly  high  in  the  sky, 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozing# 

We  are  the  boys  that  they  send  out  to  die, 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozing, 

D#wn  in  the  hangar  they  sing  and  they  shout 
*  They  talk  about  things  they  know  nothing 
-  about . 

We  are  the  boys  who  fly  high  in  the  sky* 
Bosom  buddies  while  boozing. 


THE  CABELER^  BOY 
(The  Thing) 

Oh-,  they  boy  went  into  tne  candler^s  shop 
Some  candles  for  to  buy. 

He  hunted  all  oyer  the  candler fs  shop, 

The  candler  to  espy. 

He  hunted,  he  hollered,  he  screamed,  he  bawled, 
Enough  to  wake  the  dead, 

when  he  suddenly  heard  a  (Tap,  Tap.,  tap)  right  above 
His  head. 

Yes.,  he  suddenly  heard  a  (Tap,  tap,  tap)  right  above 
his  head, 

How  this  little  boy  wls  very  sly, 

He  started  to  climb  the  s 
He  climbed  them  ohf  so  stealthily, 

So  as  not  to  disturb  the  heirs f 

And  there  on  the  bed  lay  the  candler !s  boy 

Between  a  lady  Js  thighs  * 

And  they  were  having  a  (Tap,  tap,  tap)  right  before 
his  eyes# 

Yes,  they  were  having  a  (Tap*  tap,  tap)  right  before 
his  eyes , 
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How  when  the.  game  was  over  , 

Tne  lady  raised  her  head, 

And  she  was;.  very  surprised  to  see,  the  "boy  "beside 
her  bed. 

Said  she,  "YOung  man,  if  my  secret  you'll  keep, 

To  you  1  will  be  kind,  '  ,  . 

And  you'll  be  haying  a  (Tap,  tap,  tap)  when  ever 
'  you're  40  inclined.  ■  > 

Yes,  you'll  be  having  a  ’(Tap,  tap,  tap)  when  ever 
you're  so  inclined. 

How  all  yoh  Jfen  who  do  have  wives,  when  ever  you 
go  to  town,  .  ' 

Make  sure  you  either  lock  'em  up,  or  else  you  tie 
'em  down! 

For  if  they're  like  the  candler's  wife,  and  true 
to  the  ways  of  their  kind. 

Why  they'll  be, having  a  (Tup,  tap,  tap)  when  ever 
they're  so  inclined, 

Yes,  they'll  be  having  a  (tap,  tap,  tap)  when  ever 
they're  so  inclined. 

ho w  this  is  tne  end  of  my  story,  andif  you  nod 
your  head. 

We'll  just  turn  out  the  light  right  here, and 
slowly  climb  to  bed. 

For  if  you're  like  the  candler's  wife,  and  maybe 
you're  inclined, 

he8ll  be  having  a  (Tap,  tap,  tap)  when  you  make  up 
your  mind. 

Yes,  we'll  be  having  a  (Tap,  tap,  tap)  when  you 
moke  up  your  mind. 


CIGiJffilTBS,  SAKE,  AHD  if  HD,  WILD  J0SA1S 
"Cigarettes  and.  Wild  Wild  women1'  (*,  •;» 

Once  I  was  happy  and  h-:d  a  dear  wife, 

I  had  enough  yen  to  last  me  for  life, 
v  I  met  me  a  josan  we  went  .on  a  spree, 

/  /hi  -vL-La/l*^ 

CHORUS : 

Cigareetes  .and  saki  cjad  wild,  wild  josans, 

They'll  drive  you  crazy,  They'll  drive  you  insane. 
Cigareetes  and.  saki  and  wild,  wild  j  o  s ans , 

They'll  drive  you  crazy,  tney'll  drive  you  insane* 

U  I  went  to  ASuJiiashi;.  a  hath  for  to  take, 

I  met  me  a  josan  who  was  on  the  make. 

The  hath  it  was  not  and  tne  josan  was  too, 

If  you  go  to  Asamushi,  my  hoys  you  are  through. 


CHORUS : 

I  went  to  my  room  some  sleep  for  to  get, 

She  saiJ7^"Hh~sleep  hoy,  with  me  there's  no  sweat." 
I  woke  the  next  morning  at  quarter  past  ten, 

She  says,  "Hey  Yankee,  that's  four  thousand  yen." 

CHORUS : 

I'm  hack  in  Misawa.  where  we  sing  and  shout, 

Me  and  the  Doc  are  ^sweatin'  itout> 

He  savs  me  some  pills  from  a  jug  onthe  shelf, 

Then  poured  out  a  dozen  or  two  for  himself, 

CHORUS: 
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COME  OK  MB  JODI  THEAIR  PORCE 
(Y6ulll  Never  M^nd) 

Come  oil  and  join  the  Air  porbe, 

It's  quite  the  bt&ncli  they  say 
You  never  have  to  work  at  all, 

Just  fly  around  all  day. 

While  others  work  and  study  hard, 

And  soon  grow  old  and  blind, 

You'll  hit  the  air  without  a  care, 

And  you  will  never  mind. 

CHORUS;  You'll  never  mind,  You'll  never  mind* 
Come  on  andjoin  the  Ai P  Poree,  and 
you  will  never  mind. 

Come  on  and  get  promoted, 

As  nigh  as  you  desire., 

You're  riding  on  a  gravy  train, 
when  you're  an  Air  Porce  flyer, 

Rut  when  you're  just  about  to  be, 

A  general  you  will  find, 

Your  engine  will  cough, 

Your  wings  will  go me  off. 

Bat  you  will  never  mind, 

CHORUS: 

Your* re  flying  over  the  ocean, 

You  hear  your  engine  spit. 

You  watch  the  prop  come  to  a  stop. 

The  goddam  engine ' s  quit , 

The  ship  won' t  float , 

And  you  can't  swim, 

The  shore  is  far  behind. 

Oh]  What  a  dish  for  the  crabs  and  fish  , 

But  youwill  never  mind. 

CHORUS: 
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Al'onjs  domes  a  Mig  15# 

He  sjioots  you  down  id  flames, 

Bon'p  waste  your  time  belly-achin. 

And  bail  the  bastard  names. 

Just!  shove  your  stick  into  the  ground t 
And  soon  you  will  find,  ' 

That  all  is  well  and  there  ain't  no  Hell, 

And  youwill  never  mind, 

*  *  '/ 

CHORUS: 

fy- 

YOU  take  her  up  and  spin  her,  1 

And  with  an  awful  tear, 

you'll  find  youself  without  your  wings, 

Ohl  you  will  never  care, 

For  in  about  two  minutes, 

you'll  dance  with  pete  and  the  angels  sweet, 
And  you  will  never  mind, 

CHORES : 


CRIWSON  SOUQ-  ^ 

We  are  the  finest,  we  are  th®  best, 

Give  us  a  target,  we'll  do  the  rest. 

We  will  bomb  and-  strafe  them  up  North, 

Blow  up  that  orphanage,  napalm  that  school,, 
Strafe  every  churcn  yard,  that  is  our  rale, 
pearless  worriers  one  and  all, 

Our  motto  is  -  play  it  cool, 
wig's  are  a  problem  north  of  K-2, 

Don't  worry  we  know  just  what  to  do. 

Beer  and  scotch  and  gin  and  rye. 

Solve  every  problem  when  we  fly, 

We  drink  j  P  and  chase  it  with  gin, 
play  it  by  ear  and  eye  ball  'em  in. 

The  is  on  top. 

So  that's  where  our  songs  will  stop: 

'»  God  Bless" 


EAELY  ABORT 
(McSfamarra1  s  Band) 


Oh,  my  name  is  Able  one-,  I’m  theleader  of  the 
group , 

just  step  into  my  briefing  room:  I'll  give  you 
all  the  poop. 

I'll  tellyou  where  the  Luftwaffe  is  and  how 
to  dodge  the  flak. 

I'll  be  the  last  one  to  take  off,  the  first  one 
to  get  back. 

CHORUS:  Early  abort,  ...void  tne  rush, 

Early  abort,  now  don't  delay. 

Oh,  my  name  is  ^ble  one,  and  I'm  the 
leader  of  tne  group. 

I'm  theleader  of  the  group  with  all 
the  poop, 

K‘ow  we'll  all  lineup  anatake  off  and  we'll 
set  our  course  at  ten, 

And  wnen  we  reach  the  channel  we  will  all  turn 
back  again. 

We'll  call  the  tower  and  get  a  steer:  we  don't 
know  where  we've  been, 

Drop  you  tanks  end  canopies,  peel  off  and  belly 
in. 

CHORUS: 

Oh,  we  fly  thos ered-tailed  jugs  at  a  hundred 
bloody  feet, 

We  can  fly  them  in  the  rain  and  fog  and  in  the 
blboodysleet. 

We  think  we '.re  flying  bloody  south,  instead  we're 
bloody  north, 

And  we  make  our  bloody  lend  fall  at  the  Earth  of 
Bloody  Eorth, 
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CHORUS: 


Ob#  we  fly  tuose  red- tailed  jugs  at  a  hundred 
bloody  feet, 

We  fly  them  in  tne  rain  and  fog,  aid  in  the 
bloody  sleet. 

Ana  when  we1  re  flying  bloody  high.#  we're  flying 
bloody  low, 

nna  we  nit  the  m-.rker  bea-con  sucn  tin  awful  bloody 
blow , 

CHORUS: 


PALSIES 

(Coffee  in  Brazil) 

‘‘‘here's  nothing  that  looks  better  than  a  girl 
that  wears  a  sweater, 

hough  she  may  not  be  all  that  she  appears, 

They've  got  an  awful  lot  of  falsies  in  brasiers. 

Their  pulmonary  muscles  may  resemble  Janie  -“ussels, 
And  she'll  say  she  got  that  way  from  drinking  beer, 
They've  got  an  awful  lit  of  falsies  in  brasiers. 

So  Roung,  so  firm,  so  fully  packed, 

But  look  out  Jack^  it  may  be  just  an  act. 

Give  a  girl  a  bigger  bra  raid  she  will  grow,  grow, 
grow. 

So  bpy  before  you  wed  her,  justinvestigate  her 
sweater, 

Or  you'll  spend  your  honeymoon  in  shedding  tears, 
They've  got  an  awful  lot  of  falsies  in  brasiers. 
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PHI  EIGHIER*B0mBBR  '  S  HOT 
( The  Great  Ship  Titanic) 

I  was  south  of  Eun-a-Ri, 

Little  hit  east  of  the  Yalu  Sea, 

I  was  out  on  a  reccey  just  to  see  what  I  aeuld 
see , 

When  I  saw  a  farmer  man,  with  his  pitchfork  in 
his  hand, 

Jt  was  sad  when  that  Napalm  went  down*. 

CHORUS:  It  was  sad,  oh  it  was  s^d. 

It  was  sad  when  that  napalm  went  down, 
There  were  husbands,  and  wives,  little 
children  lost  their  lives. 

It  was  sad  when  that  napalm  went  down, 

SQEEIGETER  PILOTS  DOWN  IN  HELL 

Ohi  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 
Oh l  there  are  no  fignter  pilots  down  in  hell. 
Lhe^ place  is  full. of  .queers,  navigators, 
bombardiers, 

But  there-  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Oh l  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  the  states, 
Ohi  tthere  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  the  states. 
They  are  off  on  foreign  shores,  making  mother's 
out  of  whores, 

Ohi  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  thestates. 

Ohi  the  bomber  pilots  life  is  just  a  farce, 

Ohi  tne  bomber  pilots  life  is  just  a  farce. 

The  auto mut ic  pilots'  on,  reading  novels  in  the 
John, 

Ohi, the  bomber  pilots'  life  is  just  a  farce, 

Ohi  the  bomber  pilot  never  takes  a  dare, 

Ohi  tne  bomber  pilot  never  takes  a  dare. 

His  gyros  are  uncaged,  ana  his  women  overaged, 
Ohi  the  bomoer  pilot  never  takes  a  dro*e. 
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Oh.1  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  ^up  in  — - - , 

Ohl  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  uppin  — - - 

The  place  is  full  of  brass,  sitting  round  on 
tneir  fat  ass. 

Qhi  there  are  no  fignter  pilots  up  in - 

Ohl  tnere  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan, 

Ohl  there  are  no  fignter  pilots  in  Japan, 

They're  all  across  the  hay,  being  snot  at 
everyday, 

Ohl  tiier e  are  no  fighter  pilots  in  Japan, 

Ohl  ifs  naughty  naughty  naughty  'but  its  nice, 

If  you  ever  do  it  once  you'll  do  it  twice, 

It'll  wreck  your  reputation,  hut  increase  the 
population. 

It's  naught  naughty  naughty  hut  it's  nice. 

When  a  bomber  jockey  walks sinto  our  cluh, 

When  a  homier  jockey  walks  into  our  cluh. 

He  don't  drink  his  share  of  suds, nail  he  does  is 
fluh  his  dub. 

Ohl  there  are  no  fighter  pilots  down  in  hell. 

Unix  II  THE  NIGHT 
(Blues  in  the  Night) 

Prom  Kuiasan  to  Anju,  from  Pyongyang  to  Yangdok, 
Where  ever  the  red  trucks  go,. 

I've  been  on  some  tough  routes,  and  had  me  some 
tough  'bouts, 

Bat  there  is  one  tning  I  know.; 

The  Rea  Balls  will  get  you, 

They're  worrisome  things,  that  lead  you  to  sing, 
Of  flak  in  the  night. 

Hear  the  Ians  a  calling,  hear  theboys  a  havling. 
Dentist., , Oh  Dentist,  Oh  Bromide,  Oh  Bromide,  Oh 
Snowflake, 

Oh^give  me  a  steer,  oh  give  me  a  fix, 

I'm  lost  in  tne  night. 
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FOGGY,  FOGGY  DEW 

Oh,  iaaa  bachelor  and  I  live  ell  alone, 

And  I  work  at  the'  weavers  trade. 

And  the  only,  only  thing  that  I  ever  did  wrong, 
Was  to  woo  a. fair  young  maid, 

I  wooed  ner  in  the  summer  time, 

And  in  the  winter  too. 

And  the  only,  -  only  thing  that  I  ever  did  wrong, 
Was  to  shield  her  froiii  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 

One  night  she  came  to  jy  bedside, 

AS  I  lay  fast  asleep, 

j-his  pretty  pretty  .aid  cane  to  my  bedside, 

And  there  she  began,  to  weep. 

She  sighed,  she  cried,  whe  damn  near  died, 

Alas  what  could  i  do; 

So  I  took  her  into  bed  and  I  covered  up  her  head. 
Just  to  shield  her  from  the  foggy  foggy  dew. 

how  a  year  passed  but  still  a  bachelor  am  I, 

&iicl  I  work  at  the  weavers  trade* 

Comes  a  knocking  at  my  door, 

And  a  voice  I*ve  hoard  before, 

'Iwas  tne  voice  of  the  fair  young  maid. 

She  handed  me  a  little  one,  she  saia  what  shall 
I  do? 

So  i  took  him  into  bed,  and  I  covered  up  his  head. 
Just  to  shield  him  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew. 

Wow  I  am  a  bachelor,  and  I  live  with  Ay  son. 

And.  we  work  at  the  weavers  trade. 

And  every,  every  time  that  I  look  into  this  eyes, 
He  reminds  me  of  the  fair  young  maid. 

He  reminds  me  of  the  summer  time,  and  the  winter 
too. 

Of  the  many,  many  times  that  I  held  her  in  ay  arms 
Justto  shield  her  from  the  foggy,  foggy  dew* 
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41st  DIVISION 
(pepsi  Cola  Hits  the  Spot) 

4lst  Divison  hits  the  spot. 

A  lot  of  Bird  Colonels  i$  all  they*ve  got. 

If  your  a  Bird  Colonel  with  nothing  to  do, 
41st  Division  is  tneplnce  for  you. 

Chicken,  Chicken.,  cnicken,  chicken,  chicken. 

FHOU  THE  DISKS  OK  THE  20TH  AIR  FORCE 
(Wiffenpoof  Song) 

From  the  desks  of  tne  2Qth  nir  Force, 

Where  Kaden’s  bombers  fly* 

Comes  a  tale  of  hlood  anagguts  and  29 1  s . 
Where  the  ars  assembles, 

With  their  lifeboats  raised  on  high, 

And  tne  magic  of  their  rescues  casts  a  spell. 
Yes,  the  magic  of  their  rescues. 

At  tne  time  we  need  them  most, 

They  are  braggarts,  they  just  sit  around  and 
boast. 

While  we  fly  our  rusty  F-94's, 

While  luck  and  likker  last, 

Till  the  rust  streaks  mat  the  cowlingsof  the 
best. 


They  are  B-29's  who  have  lost  their  way, 

Rack,  rack,  rack. 

They  are  oversized  trucks  who  have  gone  astray. 
Rack,  rack,  rack. 

Gentlemen  trucksters,  off  on  a  spree, 

Flight  engineers  bear  tne  brunt,  you  see, 

Two  other  pilots  and  that  makes'  three, 

Rack,  rack,  rack. 


26 


lao#  THIS  iSLaMD  THEY  SAY  WE  A~RE  LEAYIH& 
(BED  EIVEB  VALLEY) 

*i 

Erom.  this  island  they  say  we  are  leaving, 
ho  not  hasten  to  hid  ns  adieu. 

But  remember  this  ola  Okinawa, 

And  thehoys  who  soar  into  the  Blue* 

And  remember  this  foggy  revered  island. 

With  those  let  downs  to  200  feet, 

Ho,  you  can't  make  a  lending  at  jjjaha, 

Eor  those  OCA  hoys  are  asleep. 

And  remember  hhe  typhoon  seasons, 

With  the  wind  and  the  rain  in  your  way, 

They  would  make  us  take  off  and  scramble, 
When  the  'bombers  were  tied  down  to  stay. 


How  the  B-29's  get  all  the  glory, 

While  all  we  do  is  fly  "beat  up"  jets, 

-Aid  the  k  engine  jockeys  are  heroes, 

But  then's  are  the  breaks  that  we  get. 

Erom  tpis  island  they  say  we  are  leaving, 
We  may  leave  here  by  boat  or  by  plane, 

But  these  rumors  are  hard  to  o elieve  in. 
We  will  probably  leave  here  insane. 

Mow  onr  quunsets  we'll  give  to  the  Oki's, 
So  the  natives  can  live  here  in  class, 
And  our  planes  we  will  push  in  tne  ocean, 
Sayanora,  you  bastards  at  lastf 
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GHOST  TLT3BS  m  THE  SET 
(Ghost  Riders  in  the  Sky) 


A  26  went  flying  out,  one  dark  and  wintry  day, 

The  nan  he  testified,  ** There  *  s  ice  along  the  way  *1* 
Ten  thousand  ought  to  clear  it,. 

If  you1  re  contemplating  suicide,  why  don* t  you 
use  a  rope? 

Hacksaw  steer  me  home. 

We  lifted  the  gear  over  Honshu  S^y> 

The  airfield  was  ** socked  in.1* 

\f&  knew  that  once  we  got  out,  we  couldn*  t  go  hack 
in. 

We  found  our  target  at  n&ju  and  in  on  a  pass  we 
went. 

We  strafed  and  bombed  and  raised  plain  hell  until 
our  weapons  bent. 

Snowflake,  Bomide,  somebody  braing  ho^e. 

W e 1  d  used  cur  &as,  we  were  sunk  in  the  tail, 

Our  tanks  were  running  ary, 

The  use  Magellan*  yelleu.,  think  you1 11  fail? 

There *s  flak  all  over  the  sky, 

If  ever  I  get  none  ;.sain,  never  more  1*11  roam. 
1*11  lay  my  head  upon  ner  or  east, 
iina  you *‘11  hear  me  softly  moan, 

Mama . . . mama . .  .mama  aeep  me  no.L-10 . 

TiS  C-HdUJ.1  SEAT  Em?  ^ 

The  moon  shone  bright  on  the  barroom  flour. 

The  place  was  closed  for  the  night. 

When  out  of  his  hole*  came  a  great  gray  rod. 
nnd  sat  in  tne  pale  moonlight. 

He  lapped  up  the  **likkerl)  on* the  barroom  floor, 
And  back  on  his  haunches  he  sat, 

And  to  tne  empty  room  he  roared, 

11  Bring  on  your  god- dammed  cat.** 


THE  GHE.iT  SHIP  TITnHIC 


Oil  tney  built  the  ship  Titanic, 
iind  when  they  had  it  thru, 

The  said  here's  a  ship  that  thewater  won't  go 
thru* 

But  the  water  raised  it's  hana, 

Saia  this  ship  will  never  land, 

It  was  sad  when  that  great  ship  went  down. 

CHORUS:  Oh l  it  was  sad,  Oh l  it  was  sad 

It  was  sau  wnen  that  great  ship  went  down. 
There  -were  aus bands  and  wives , 

Little  bitty  children  lost  their  lives. 

It  was  sad  when  tnat  great  ship  went  down. 

Oh  they  sailed  from  Mingo  land. 

One  dark  and  s tor ay  night, 

Rnd  the  rich  refused  to  mingle  with  the  poor. 

So  they  put.  then  down  below. 

Where,  they'd  be  the  first  to  go. 

It  was  sad  when  that  great  ship  went  down. 

CHORUS : 

Oh  they  put  the  life  boats  out, 

In  the  raging,  burning  seas, 

And  the  band  struck  up  with  R'er  ny  God  to  Thee. 

Oh  the  Captain  tried  to  wire, 

Bit  the  wire  was  on  fire, 

It  was  sad  when  that  great  ship  went  down* 

CHORUS: 


29 


HEM’S  TO  THE  RESUME  AIR  EORCE 
(wy  Bonny) 

Here's  to  the  regular.  Air  Force, 

They  have  such  a  wonderful  plan. 

They  call  up  the  Goa  Gaun  reservest, 
Whenever  the  S-—  hits  the  fan, 

CHORUS:  Call  out,  call  out,  call  out  th® 
goad-rum  reserves,  reserves. 
Call  out,  call  out,  call  out  the 
goddamn  reserves. 

They  call  up  every  old  pilot, 

They  call  up  every  young  a an, 

The  reservest  they  go  to  Korea* 

The  regulars  stay  in  Japan.' 

CHORUS: 

Here's  to  the  regular  .Air  Force, 

Witn  medals  andbadges  galore, 

If  it  were'nt  for  the  goddaun  reserves! , 
Their  A^s  would  be  dragging  the  floor. 

CHORUS: 

in  peacetime  the  regulars  ace  happy, 
in  peactiue  they're  happy  to  serve, 

But  let  them  go  into  a  fracas, 
nttd  they  call  out  all  the  reserves.. 


CHORUS : 
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HOW  THE  MONEY  ROLLD  IN 
(My  BonnY) 

iviy  father  makes  rum  in  the  ^ath  tub,. 

My  mother  makes  two  kinds  of  gin. 

My  sister  makes  love  for  a  living, 
jyiy  G-od,  how  themoney  rolls  in. 

CHORUS;  R  oils  in,  rolls  in,  my  God  how  one 
money  rolls  in. 

My  brother  is  a  poor  missionary, 

He  saves  little  girls  from  sin, 

He'll  save  you  a  'blonde  for  0,00,  ■ 

My  God.,  how  the  money  rolls  in, 

CHORUS; 

My  father  he  died  in  the  bathtub. 

My  mother  -she  died  of  her  gin, 

My  sister,  she  married  my  'brother, 

My  God,  what  a  mes  j  am  in. 


CHORUS: 


HUMORESQUE 

Passengers  will  please  refrain, 

Erom  flushing  toilets  while  tne  train, 

Is  standing  at  the  station:  I  love  you,. 

As  we  go  strolling  through  the  park,  . 
mnd  goosing  statues  in  the  dark, 

If  Sherman's  norse  can  stand  it,  why  can't  you. 

You're  tne  guy  that  did  the  pushing. 

Put  the  wet  spost  on  the  cushion, 

Eootprints  on  the  dashboard  upside  down. 

Ever  since  you  met  my  daughter  she's  pad  trouble 
passing  water, 

Wish  that  yah  had  never  coime  to  town. 
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HOW  MUCH  IS  THAT  JO-SAU  IU  THE.  BEAU 
(How  Much  is  ThatDOjjr  in  The  Rindow) 

I  was  ordered  toduty  in  Korea 

And  left  ny  true  love  far  "behind 

It's  been  so  long  since  I ' ve  seen  a  roundeye 

That  a  new  love  I  surely  must  find* 

CHORUS:  How  inuch  is  that  Jos  an  in  the  beanbag 

The  one  with  the  big  brown  eyes 
How  Mich  is  that  Josan  in  the  beanbag 
I'd  like  to  try  that  one  for  size* 

I  was  sent  to  a  night  fighter  squadron 
And  ex-transport  pilot  was  % 

The  checkouts  and  guage  hops  were  skoshi 
Hot  a  nission  for  weeks  did  I  fly. 

Then  the  first  night  the  weather  was  lousy 
TT was  a  night  when  no  Saber  would  fly 
They  launched  this  poor  old  transport  pilot 
Ear  north  of  the  bomuline  went  i. 

CHORUS : 

I  was  crusin&  up  north  near  the  yalu, 

And  theold  B-l  wouldn't  fire. 

Then  the  r/o  cried  I've  a  contact, 

To  get  hone  was  ay  fondest  uesire* 

I  to  To.  ny  sad  story  to  Satan, 

They  relievea.  ne  and  vectored  ue  none* 

Then  they  called  they  were  painting  a  bandit. 
Heading  south  high  and  fast  all  alone. 


CHORUS; 
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I  was  holding  my  course  and  my  airspeed. 
And  trying  to  caln  all  ny  fears. 

When  I  knew  'by  tnose  pretty  red  flashes, 
That  the  vastard  was  buzzing  ay  ears; 

After  many  evaive  maneuvers, 

I  got  hone  without  shedding  my  blood. 

But  I  didn't  quite  get  to  thef lightline, 
Cause  I  burrowed  that  beast  in  the  md. 

CHOBUS : 

low  I  Must  take. a  trip  tu  Itazuke, 

And  leave  all  wy  Morals  behind.. 

I'll  spend  seven  nights  in  tne  beanbag, 
And  each  ni^ht  a  new  josan  I'll  find. 

CHORUS : 


33 


nj&LL  LITTLE  GIRLS 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  sheep  in  the 
pasture. 

Ana  I  were  a  rau  I  would  make  them  run  faster.  ' 

CHORUS ;  Oh  roll  your  leg  over,  oh  roll  your 
leg  over, 

Oh  roll  you  leg  over  the  man  in  the 
moon. 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  cows  in  the  stable. 
And  I  were  a  bull  I  would  show  them  i'u  able, 

CHORUS': 

If  ail  little  girls  were  like  trees  in  tne  forest, 
nnd  I  were  a  woodsman  I'd  split  their 

CHORUS : 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  fish  in  a  pool, 

Ana  I  were  a  whale  with  a  waterproof  tool. 

CHORUS: 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  fish  in  the  river, 
Ana  I  were  a  dss  I'd  tickle  their  liver. 

CHORUS: 

If__all  little  girls  were  like  pretty  whitw  flowers, 
n.na  I  were  a  bee  I  would  buzz  then  for  hours, 

CHORUS: 


!f  ali  little  girls  were  like  fish  in  the  ocean. 
An  I  were  a  whale  I  would  set  them  in  motion. 


CHORUS: 
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If  all  little  girls  were  like  little  white 
rabbits  , 

And  I  were  a  hare  I  would  teach  then  had  habbits. 
CHORUS: 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  cute  little  chickens, 
And  I  were  a  rooster  I-1!  have  "Easy  Pickens, rt 

CHORUS; 

If  all  little  girls  would  live  on  the  farm. 

And  I  were  a  f araier  I'd  do  tnem  s  o me  harm. 


CHORUS; 

I  wisn  all  little  girls  were  like  bells  in  a  tower, 
And  I  was  a  clapper  I'd  bang  them  for  hours. 

CHORUS; 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  cute  little  vixens. 
And  I  were  a  fox  I  surely  would  fix  em. 


CHORUS: 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  briks  in  a  pile, 
And  I  were  a  mason  I'd  lay  them  in  style. 


CHORUS ; 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  little  white  foxes, 
And  I  were  the  grass  I'k  tickle  their  boxes. 

CHORUS: 

If  all  little  girls  were  like  Betty  Grable, 

And  I  were  Harry  James  I'd  show  them  I'm  able. 


35 


IRISH  WASHERWOMAN 


Oh,  McGinnis  was  dead  and  McCarthy  didn't  know 
it, 

McCarthy  is  dead  and  McGinnis  didn't  know  it, 
McCarthy  and  MeGinnis  were  lying  in  Bed. 
Andneitherknew  the  other  was  dead. 

Whang. . .Whang. 

The  nightof  the  wedding,  the  night  of  the fun, 
The  night  of  the  wedding,  it  had  to  he  done , 
Ion.  did  it  you  devil,  you'd  do  it  again, 

The  wo;aen  enjoy  it  as  uuch  as  the  .den. 

Whang.,  .whang. 


IT '  S  HARD  3’0R  Ml  TO  HE  A  BAR  GIRL 


It's  hard  for  ne  to  d e  a  had  girl, 

AS  it  is  for  sone  to  he  good. 

If s  as  hard  for  ne  to  he  a  had  girl, 
I  really  would  if  I  could. 

Row  I'd  like  somebody  to  take  ± ae, 

Jn  the  park  for  a  hug  and  a  kiss. 

But  now  can  I  ever  be  a  bad  girl, 
With  a  Goa-deimed  face  like  this*, . 
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THE  JOHNSON  AIR  BASE  LAMENT 
(On  Top  of  Old.,  Smokey) 

He  was  flying  o’ver  Johnny 
One  dark  storjhfly  nite. 

Turned  onto  h^is  final. 

And  flipped  oji  his  lights* 

His  altitude  was  low. 

His  sir  speed  to* high. 

The  runway  aJ^JL  wet. 

Control  gave  a  cry* 

CHORUS:  Shoxfld  have  gone  to  Yokota. 

ShouYLd  have  took  it  around. 
But  he  pulled  the  gear  handle. 
And  he  plopped  to  the  ground. 

He  slipped  d(^\m  the  runway. 

O’er  the  over'" run  too. 

He  bought  a  r^ice  paddy, 
and  a  94  too. 


CHORUS: 

He  got  pilot  error. 

He  couldnTt  c^are  less. 

From  the  GolcJ"hels  and  Generals, 
My  God  what  a  mess. 

Now  after  the  board  met, 

Ho  had  nothin  g  to  do 
So  he  pulled  duty  officer 
For  a  month  o*"' r  two. 

They  said  he  couldn’t  hack  it, 
He  said  I’ll  not  stay. 

Now  he  does  a "11  his  flying, 
Down  Photo  11 1  ight  way . 


CHORUS: 
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JUST  MaKE  ME  OPERATIONS 

Don't  give  me  an  ole  JST-N-J, 

I  know  the  dammed  thing's  here  to  stay 
She'll  ground  loop  and  spin, 

And  she'll  soon  auger  in. 

Don't  give  me  an  old  S-N-J. 

CHORUS:  Just  make  me  operations, 

.  Oh  to  sit  in  some  bis  easy  chair 
T  am  too young  to  die, 

I  $ust  want  to  go  home. 

Don't  give  me  a  P-38 

With  props  that  counter  rotate. 

She'll  Joop  roll  and  spin, 

But  she'll  soon  auger  in. 

Don't  give  me  a  P-38. 


CHORUS: 


Don't  give  me  a  P-39 

With  an  engine  thats  mounted  behind. 

She'll  loop  roll  and  spin. 

But  she'll  soon  auger  in. 

Don't  give  me  a  P-39. 

CHORUS:. 

Don't  give  mo  an  ole  Thunder  Juq, 

Sho  lands  with  a  hell  of  a-  thud. 
She'll  loop  roll  and  spin, 

But  she'll  soon  anger  in. 

Don't  give  mo  an  ole  Thunder  Jug. 


CHORUS: 


Don't  give  me  an  ole  51. 

The  ship  that£s  built  just  for  fun. 
She'll  split  oss  and  spin 
But  she'll  auger  you  in 
Don't  give  me  an  ole  51 • 

CHORUS*. 

Don't  give  lie  an  F-80-il, 

The  ailerons  lock  every  day. 

She’ll  loop,  roll  and  spin. 

And  soon  auger  you  in. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-80-A. 

CHORUS: 

Don't  give  me  an  F-80£C, 

I  know  you  can  ditch  it  at  sea, 
She'll  loop,  roll  and  spin, 

And  auger  you  in. 

Don't  give  me  an  F-8Q-C. 

CHORUS: 

Don't  give  mo  an  F-84,_ 

That  dirty  ground  loving  whore. 
She'll  wheeze,  ship  and  spin^ 

And  augor  you  in. 

Don't  give  mo  an  F-84. 

CHORUS: 

Don't  give  me  an  86-D, 

That  hand  control's  too  much  for  mo. 
It'll  lock  on  just 'fine, 

But  I'm  losing  my  mind. 

Don't  give  me  an  86-D. 

CHORUS: 
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Just 

ThcTbcst  ship  that's  builif  by  far , 
Sho  can  loop,  roll,  end  spin, 

And  won’t  eager  you  in. 

Just  give  mo  a  new  Shooting  Star* 


CHORUS: 

Just  give  me  an  F-94 > 

With  a- burner  that  light s  with  a  roar. 
If  you  must  bust  your  ass, 

Thon  do  it  first  class. 

Just  givo  mo  on  F-94* 

CHORUS: 

KEYHOLE  IN  THE  DOOR 


I  loft  the  canteen  early,  it  'was  shortly  after 
nine. 

And  by  the  stroke  of  fortune,  her  room  was  next 
to  mine. 

Like  any  breve  "Columbo"  with  regions  to  cxplo  r  e 
I  took  up  my  position  by  the  keyhole  in  the  do  or 

CHORUS;  Oh,  the  keyhole  in  the  doori 
Oh,  the  keyhole  in  the  door1. 

I  took  up  my  position  by  the  keyhole 
in  the  door. 

She  crossed  over  to  the  fireplace,  her  lovely 
figure  to  warm. 

With  only  a  silkon  nightly  to  hide  her  gorgoou  s 
form, 

I  prayed  that  she  would  take  it  off,  just  that 
and  nothing  more, 

My  God,  I  sew  her  do  it,  through  the  keyhole  i  n 
tho  door. 


CHORUS: 
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Now  after  many  a  pounding,  upon  that  panolod 
door, 

And  after  many  a  pleading,  I  crossed  that 
threshold  floor. 

So  no  one  whuld  over  see  what  I  had  seen  befor  e, 

I  hung  her  silken  nightly  o'er  the  keyhole  in 
tho  door. 

CHORUS: 

That  night  I  slept  in  clover,  and  other  things 
besides. 

And  on  that  snow-white  bosom,  I  had  a  wonderfu  1 
time. 

I  awoke  next  morning  early,  my  back  it  was  so  a 
sore, 

You'd  think  that  I'd  been,  crawling  through  th  e 
keyhole  in  the  door. 

CHORUS: 

Now,  listen  all  jrou  astronomers,  who  think 
you  are  sc  vase.. 

Who  gaze  int ,  your  telescopes,  into  tho  starry 
skies. 

One  thing  I  have  to  telllyou,  one  thing  and 
nothing  more,. 

lour  tolcsopos  are  "bug -a -rex—  od"  to  the 
keyhole  in  the  door. 

Your  telescopes  are  "bug-r-roo-ed"  to  the 
Keyhole  in  the  door. 


CHORUS: 
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LAMENT  OF  THE  RESERVES 
(Mr  and  Mrs  Mississippi) 

I  won't  forgot  Korea, 

I  can't  forgot  Taejon y 
For  Syngman  Rhoe  and  "Stalin, 

Havo  made  mo  fool  at  home* 

I  flow  adross  tho  bomblino, 

And  got  a  hole  or  two. 

But  all  I  got  was  a  let  of  crap. 

From  you  and  you  and  you. 

CHORUS:  Oh,  regulars  hold  tho  desk  jobs. 
Reserves  were  called  an  mo.sso 
For  the  U.  N.  know  tho  Air  Reserve 
Were  the  ones  to  save  their  ass. 
Oh,  I  was  called  to  risk  my  duff , 
and  save  the  U,  N.  too. 

But  all  I  got  was  a  crock  of  stuff 
From  you  and  you  and  you." 

I  love  you  dear  old  USn, 

With  all  my  aching  heart, 

If  I  hadn't  joined  the  damn  Reserve, 

We'd  never  had  to  part. 

But  we  won't  cry  and  we  won't  squawk, 

For  we  are  not  alone. 

For  one  of  these  days  tho  regulars  'll  come 
-and  we  can  all  go  homo. 

'CHORUS: 

Now  we  don't  mind  tho  hardships, 

We've  faced  them  down  tho  trail. 

But  wo  wonder  if  our  congressmen. 

Have  had  forties  up  their  tail. 

We  have  to  fight  to  save  the  peace, 

That's  what  the  bastards  said, 

But  when  you  check  the  ca.sualtios, 

You'll  fine  no  senators  dead. 


I'm  gc-irig  to  raise  a  family, 

Ihon  this  war  is  through,' 

I  hope  to  have  a  bouncin'5'  boy. 

To  toll  my  story  to, 

■but  someday  when  ho  grows  up. 

If  ho  joins  the  air  Reserve, 

H  Rick  his  butt  from  dawn  to  dusk. 
For  that's  what  he'll  deserve, 

CHORUS: 


MILORD  FILL  THE  FLQIvIMG  BOaL 

Three  |elly  coacimion  sat  in  an  English' tavern, 
ihroo  Jolly  coachmen  sat  in  an  English  t aver 
There  they  decided  that,  there  they  decided  that, 
Ihore  they  decided  that  they'd  have  another  fl  agon. 

CHORUS:  Oh,  landlord  fille  the  flowing  bowl. 

Until  it  doth  run  over, 

0  landlord  fill  the  flowing  bowl. 

Until  it  doth  run  over. 

For  tomight  we'll  merry  merry  be. 

For  tonight  we'll  merry  merry  be. 

For  tonight  we'll  merry  merry  bo. 

Tomorrow  we'll  be  sober. 

^0  o  ?T  f 

Now, . the  man  who  drinks  light  ale  and  goes  to  bod 
quite  sober, 


Now,  the  man  who  drinks  light  ale  and  goes  to  bod 
quite  sober* 

J?ados  as  the  lilly  fades,  fades  as  the  lilly  f  ades. 
Fades  as  the  lilly  fades.  He'll  die  before  Oct  obor. 


But  the  men  who  drinks  stout  ale,  end  goes  to  bod 
quite  mellow. 

But  the  man  who  drinks  stout  ale,  and  goes  to  bod 
quite  mellow. 

Lives  as  ho  ought  to  live,  lives  as  he  ought  t  o 
live, 

^ivos  as  he  ought  to  live,  he’ll  die  a  jolly  fellow. 
CHORUS: 

Now,  the  maid  who  steels  a  kiss  and  runs  to  to  11 
her  mother. 

Now,  the  maid  who  steals  a  kiss  and  runs  to  to  11 
her  mother. 

Does  a  very  foolish  think,  does  a  very  foolish 
thing. 

Does  a  very  foolish  thing,  she'll  never  get  an  other, 
CHORUS: 

But  the  maid  who  steals  a  kiss  and  stays  to  go  t 
another. 

But  the  maid  xflho  steals  a  kiss  and  stays  to  go  t 
another . 

Is  a.  boon  to  all  mankind,  is  a  boon  to  e„ll  man  kind, 
Is  a  boon  to  all  mankind,  she'll  be  a  fruitful 
mother .  / 

CHORUS: 

LILLI  FROM  PICCADILLY 

Oh  I  took  a  trip  to  London  to  Ilk  around  the  t  own, 
IJhen  I  got  to  Piccadilly,  the  sun  was  going  do  wn, 
I've  never  seen  such  darkness:  The  night  was  black 
as  pitch, 

When  suddenly,  in  front  of  me,  I  thought  I  saw  a 
sitch. 

CHORUS:  Oh,  it  was  lolly  from  Piccadilly, 

You  know  the  one  I  moan,  the  one  I  Me  an. 
I'll  spend  each  payday,  that's  my  hoy  hoy 
day. 

With  Lilly,  my  blackout  queen,  da, da,  da, 
dr  da.. 
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Oh,  I  couldn't  see  her  figure :  I  couldn't  soo 
her  free. 

But  if  I  over  moot  her.  I'll  know  hor  any  plac  o. 

I  couldn't  toll  if  she  wore  blonde,  or  a  dark 
brunette. 

But,  gosh  o  geo,  did  she  give  me  a  thrill  I  won't 
forgot. 

CHORUS: 

She  sr id  to  me,  ‘"Yankee,  boy,  are  ya  lonesome, 
are  you  blue?" 

Just  stop  around  the  corner.  I'll  show  you  who  t 
to  do.M 

bo  went  up  some  dark  alley:  I  said,  "I  love  y  ou 
kid  * 11  47 

She  said,  "Okay,  tut  first  you  pay."  So  I  rave 
her  twenty  -squid, 

CHORUS: 

She  leaned  her  back  against  the  wall:  I  took  hor 
in  no  arms  * 

She  gave  to  me  her  very  all,  end  all  h^r  buxom 
charms. 

I  lost  my  head,  I  lost  my  heart,  I  oven  lost  m  y 
hat . 

It  was  a  shame,  I  should  have  been  a  circus  ac  robat. 

CHORUS : 

be  wont  to  hor  apartment,  and  when  we  were  in  bed 

oho  was  so  very  ploasont,  I  said  some  day  we'd  wed. 

•no  mvmi  g'-YQ  me  breakfast,  she  was  so  very  ni  ce,  ' 

Ony,  what  she  did  for  twenty  quid  was  cheap  at 
half  the  price. 

CHORUS: 


It  was  a  few  clays  later,  I  began  to  fool  so  qu  eer, 
^nd  when  I  went  on  sick  call,  the  Doc  said,  "Its 
quite  clear. 

You've  had  seme  love  Commando  style,  come  son,  now 
dorrt  be  shy,, 

You're  not  to  blame,  tell  iae  hor  name.  "So  I  answered 
with  a  sigh. " 
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CHORUS: 


4nd  when  ay  children  ask,  "Please  toll  me,  dad  dy 
dear. " 

•toc-t  ciid  you  ao  to  win  the  war?"  I’ll  answer  with 
a  sneer. 

"Your  daddy  was  a  hero,  his  best  he  always  fou  ght. 
With  braveiy  he  g«vc  to  the  Commandos  his  supp  ort." 

CHORUS: 

LILLI  M1BIJENE 

Und.ernea.th  the  laap  post  by  the  barracks  gate. 
Standing  all  alone,  every  night  you'll  see  her 
wait. 

She  waits  for  the  boy  who  marched  away, 

Ind  though  he 1 s  g>no  to  hoars  him  say. 

Oh,  promise  y:u' 11  bo  true. 

Fore  thee  well,  Lilli  Marlene . 

Underneath  the  lamp  post  by  the  barracks  gate, 
standing  all  alone,  orery%ht  you'll  see  her 
wr  it 

■For  this  is  the  pLa.ce  a  vow  was  made. 

And  breezes  sing  her  seranr.de. 

Oh,  promise  you'll  bo  true. 

Fare  thee  sell,  Lilli  Marlene, 

Underneath  the  lamp  past  by  the  barracks  gate. 
Standing  all  alone,  every  night  you'll  see  he  r 
wait. 

And  there  in  the  lamp  light  it  is  aid. 

A  halo  shines  above  her  hoard. 

Oh,  premise  you'll  be  true. 

Fare  thee  well,  Lilli  Marlene, 

Till  I  return  to  you, 

Fore  thoo  well,  Lille  .Marlene, 
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Underneath  the  lamp  post  hy  the  b  rracks  gate. 
Standing  all  alone,  every  night  you >11  see  her 
v/ait. 

Ana  as  tney  go  starching  to  t  e  fray. 

The  soldiers  all  salute  and  say,  1 

Tw e1 11  tell  hi.ii  you've  been  true, 

Pare  thee  well,  Lilli  Marlene, 

Till  I  return  to  you, 

Fare  thee  well,  Lilli  Marlene, 


Mllfalh  TtUi  ivi  HjBivi  4  TT) 

Many's  the  night  I  spent  with  Minnie  the  mermaid, 
Down  at  the  oottom  of  tne  sea. 

She  lost  her  morals 5  .down  among  the  corals., 

Gee,  but  sne  was  nice  to  me. 

Many's  tne  night  witn  tne  pale  moon  snmin0) 

Down  on  hep  bungalow,  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  oust, 
Two  tv/in  bens  ana  only  one  of  them  mussed, 

No  w  you  can  easily  see,  sne's  not  my  motner. 
Because  my  mother's  fur ty -nine, 

And  you  can  easily  see  sne's  nut  my  sister. 

Cause  I  wouldn't  snoxir  my  sister  such  a  helluva 
good  time. 

You  can  easily  see  sne's  not  my  sweetie, 

My  sweetie's  too  refined, 

She's  just  a  slip  of  a  kid,  she  didn't  know  what 
she  did, 

She's  just  a  personal  friend  of  mine.. 


47 


MIBAWA'S  A  mIG£!TY  PIMB  pjace 

They  say  that  Misawa's  a  eighty  fine  place, 
But  tne  organization's  a  terrible  disgrace. 


There  are  colonels  and  majors  and  lieutenants  goo 
With  hands  in  their  pockets  with  nothing  to  do. 

They  rant  and  rave  ana  they  aoan  and  they  shout, 
About  things  they  know  practically  nothing  about. 


! 


Jot  ,>he  good  that  they  do  they  night  as  well  he. 
Shoveling  sand  on  the  Isle  of  Capri. 


MT  GAL  SAL 

They  call  her  frivelous  Sal, 

A  peculair  sort  of  a  gal. 

With  a  heart  that  was  yellow. 

An  all  around  good,  fellow,.. 

Was  yy  gal  Sal, 

Your  sorrows,  troubles  and  cares, 

She  was  always  willing  to  share. 

A  wild  sort  of  devil,  hut  dead  on  the  level, 
Was  ay  gal  sal. 


STYLE  AT  ALL 


They  say  that  ole 


_he  aintt  got  no  style,- 


Got  style  all  the- while,  got  style  all  the  while; 

They  say  that  ole_ _ he  ain't  got'  no  style; 

Got  style  all  the  while,  all  the  while 
So  drink  chuok  a  Ihg*  So  drink  chuck  a  lug; 
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OIL  PUSAN  U 
(SIOTJX  CUT  SUE) 

¥e  were  raning  arouno.  the  countryside; 

Iwas  eown  near  Pusan  pay, 

Fe  stopped  into  a  local  Par 
To  pass  the  true  away, 

I  met  a  &irl  who  said,  "Howdedo" 

She  hailed  froa  old  chinju, 

I  asked  her  what  her  school  was, 

She  said  Old  pusan  XJ« 

CHORUS:  o  Pusan  u,  0  Pusan  U, 

The  finest  school  in  all  the  land 
The  University  of  that)  grand, 

0  Pusan  U,  0  Pusan  U, 

I  hai  1  ay  alaa  aat  ex , 

0  Pusan  U, 

I  enrolled  in  that  great  college, 

Pounded  by  Kin  Pak  yu, 

"Tswas  ouilt  of  honey  Duckets . 

So  tney  naaod  it  0  Pusan  U." 

The  saell  of  it  was  terrific^ 

But  I  strolled  throuBh, 

So  now  i  lift  this  Glass; 

To  the  scnoul  of  pusan  U. 

I  saw  a  girl  nost  beautiful, 

She  was  a  si^ht  to  view, 

She  von  a  Beauty  contest. 

And  was  crowned.  Miss  pusan  u 
They  spotted  her  in  Hollywood, 

Now  ahe<s  a  star  there  too. 

When  asked  to  what  she  owes  her  faae 
Sne  says;  "0  Pusan  U»rt 

CHORUSi 
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OiMCJil  I  WAS  HAP.PI  nnli  HnD  4  G-uOD  UhI/j. 

(Plying  Trapeze) 

Once  I  Was  happy  „nd  had  a  good  deal. 

I  flew  66 '  s  at  Fanilton  yield.. 

They  asi-ced  for  sonie  troopers, 

Saio.  brother,  you’ll  do, 

So  here  I  sit,  at  Old  Teagu. 

CHOEUS:  Kuna  Ke,  Antung  and  wild,  wild  pyongyany 

They’ll  drive  you  crazy,  they’ll  drive 
you  insane. 

Qual  50’ s  and  ^O’s  unti.  100  sorties, 
Tney’ll  drive  you  crazy,  tney’ll  drive 
you  insane. 


MJ-g  is  a  blot  on  tnc  whole  hunan  race 
4  nan  is  a  fool  who’ll  £,ive  one  a  cnase. 

Take  warning  dear  stranger,  take  warning  d ear 
brother . 

Therd’s  fire  on  one  e~^n  4  .  , .. 

u-uw  «uo.  uig  guns  on  me 

t’other. 


CHOEUS; 


I’n  out  on  tne  runway  before  it  is  light, 

I’ll  into  the  air  ana  soon  out  of  sight, 

I  think  of  the  uissiun  the  long  trip  ahead. 

Ana  I  hink  of  Col. - - - who’s  still  in  his  bed, 

CHOEUS; 
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01®  LITTLE  TEEESEY  WE1ISEY  30MB 
(Mine  Eyes  have  Seen  the  Glory) 

The  B-l?  will  climb  to  20,000  £ee4, 

The  b-17  will  climb  to  20»Q0Qfeet, 
res,  the  B'l?  will  blimo  to  20,000  feet, 

But  it  ill  only  carry  one  little  teensey, 
weensey  bomb. 

CE0BUS:  Tons  ana.  tons  of  aumuni t i on , 

Tons  and  tons  of  ammunition,- 
Tons  anu.  tons  of  aummonition. 

But  it'll  only  carry  one  little 
teensey,  weensey  boijp. 

The  B-29's  will  climo  to  3U.000  feet, 

The  b-29's  will  climb  to  30,000  feet. 

Yes,  the  B-29's  will  climb  to  30,000  feet, 
But  it'll  only  carr,?  one  little  teensey,: 
weensey  bomb, 

CHOPvUS: 

The  B-30's  will  climb  tp  40,000  feet. 

The  B-36's  will  climb  to  40,0  0  feet, 

Yes,  the  B-36's  will  climb  to  40,000  feet, 
But  it'll  only  carry  one  little  teensey, 
weensey  oomb, 

CH0HCJS; 

The  p-94  will  climb  to  50,000  feet, 

The  F-94  will  climb  to  5-0,000  feet, 

Yes,  the  F-94  will  climb  to  50,000  feet. 

But  it'll  always  carry  one,  big,  son  of  a 
bitchin  bomb* 


CE0BUS: 


OH  TOP  OP  OLD  I'UJI  -X 

On  top  of  ole  puj i , 

All  covered  with  snow. 

Lies  an  all  weather  pilot, 

And  his  faithful  r/6 

They  took  off  fron  Johnny, 

One  dark  storny  nijjit^ 

Twas  on  a  course  of  240  j 
They  went  out  of  si, pit . 

Twas  on  a  course  of  240, 

They  clinbed  to  the  west,  1 

OCX  Lost  then, 

And  you  know  the  rest. 

OH  TOP  OP  OLD  PYOHGYAHG 
(on  Top  of  Old  Siaoky) 

On  top  of  old  pyongyany,  all  covered  with  flak,- 
I  lost  ny  poor  wingnan,  he  never  pane  back, 
por  flying  is  pleasure,  hut  crashife  is  grief, 

A11!  a  quick-triggered  Co.nay  is  worse  than  a  thief, 
Por  a  thief  will  just  rob  you,  of  all  that  you 
save  t  r 

But  a  quick-triggered  Ccnixy,  will  send  you  to 
your  grave , 

They! 11  chase  you  andkill  you,  and  send  up 
uore  lead, 

Than  ties  on  a  railroad,  or  Mid'S  overhead. 

There's  not  one  wIGin  a  thousanu,  that  84  will 
trust » 

How  Cone  all  you  pilots  ana  listen  to  me, 

Hever  fly  nortn  of  ginauju,  or  old  punuri, 

Por  the  planes  they  will  falter,  the  pilot  will 
aie  • 

You'll  all  he  forsaken  anu.  never  know  why. 

How  the  noral  of  this  story  asl've  told  you  before, 
Is  never  join  sne  ^ir  Perce  or  you'll  flight  every 
war. 
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i"was  a  cola  winter  evningt 
The  guests  were  all  leaving* 
O'Riley  was  closing  the  'tar, 
When  he  turned  'round  and  he  sa: 
To  the  laay  in  red.  "(}et  out  y, 
where  you  arc," 

She  shea  a  sad  tear  in  her  buck' 
As  she  tiaought  of  the  cold  nigh’ 
When  a  ^entlenan  dapper  stepped 
crapper , 

Ana  tnese  are  the  words  that  he 
"Her  nother  never  told  her, 

The  things  a  young  girl  suould  i 
About  tne  ways  of  Air  Roce  nen. 
And  how  tney  cone  and  go, 

Rate  has  taken  her  beaujfey, 

And  line  has  left  its  deep  scar, 
So  reuenber  your  aethers  ana  sis 
And  let  her  sleep  under  the 


PAD1X  MUBPBX 


The  night  that  pa  lay  Muaphy  died-, 

I  never  will  forget . 

The  Irish  got  so  stinking  drunk, 

That  sane  aren't  sober  yet. 

The  only  tiling  they  did  that  night. 

That  filled  ny  heart  with  fear. 

They  took  the  ice  right  off  the  corpse. 

And  put  it  in  the  fc-.-er . 

That ' s  how  we  showed  our  respect 
for  paddy  Murphy. 

That's  how  we  showed  our  loyalty  and  pride, 
That's  how  we  showed  our  respect 
por  Paddy  Murphy, 

Respect  for  Paddy  Murphy 
Ou  the  nifjit  that  pandy  died. 


THE  PERSIA!  KITTEH 

The  persian  kitten  perfuued  and  fair, 

Went  out  to  the  kitcnen  to  ^t  soaeair. 

An  old  Too  cat ,  lithe,  lean,  ana.  long, 

A  dity  aid  yellow  caue  along.. 

He  sniffed  at  the  perfuued  persian  cat, 

As  she  strolled  along  with  nuch  eclate. 
Thinking  at  last  of  the  night  to  pass, 

He  whispered,  ba'ty,  you  sure  got  class. 

How  fitting  and  proper  was  her  reply. 

As  she  arched  her  whiskers  up  over  her  eye. 
I 'a  ribaoned  and  sleep  on  pillows  of  silk. 
And  daily  I'm  fed  on  certified  uilk* 
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I  should  ue  happy  with  what  live  got, 

I  should  be  happy,  but  happy  I i a  not. 

I  should  be  happy,  j  should  indeed, 

Because  I'm  highly  pedigreed. 

Cheer  up  said  the  Torn  cat,  With  a  smile, 

And  trust  in  your  new  found  friend  for  a  while, 
You  needn't  escape  from  your  back  yard  fense. 

Baby ,  all  you  need  is  e^erience. 

Then  the  tales  of  life,  he  tnen  unfuried, 

As  he  told  tne  cat  of  che  outside  world. 
Suggesting  at  last  with  a  lurid  laugh, 
n-  for  the  two  a.own  tne  primrose  path. 

Then  the  morning  after  the  night  before,' 

When  the  kitten  came  home  at  the  hour  of  four, 

The  innocent  look  on  her  face  was  spent, 

Anu.  in  her  j^yes  was  a  smile  of  content. 

Then  in  a  few  weeks  when  tne  kittens'  ca^e, 

To  the  Persian  ki.ten  of  oedigreed  frame.' 

Those  cats  weren't  Persian,  tney  were  black  and 
t/  an  , 

She  tola  them  that  their  daddy  was  a  traveling 
man* 

A  traveling  man,  rat chin,  scratchin,  traveling  man 
THE  PRISONERS  SQM} 

OhV  I  wish  i  had.  some  one  to  dove  men, 

Someone  to  call  ae  their  own, 

OhJ  Iwish  I  had  someone  to  live  with 
Por  I  'Li  tired  of  living  alone, 

As  I  lay  on  my  cold  prison  bed, 

With  my  head  on  a  pillow  of  stone. 

And  these  cold- prison  bars  all  around  me, 

Never  again  will  j  roam, 


55 


If  I  had  the-  wings  of  An- Angel, 

Over  tnese  prison  walls  I  would,  fly, 
had  I'd  fly  to  the  arus  of  uy  darling,  ' 
there  I'd  regain  till  j  died. 

Oh l  I  have  a  grand  ship  on  tae  ocean, 
411  uounted  with  silver  and  gold. 

And  before  any  poor  darling  wonid' suffer. 
That  ship  would  be  anchored  sold. 


PUT  Oil  YOUR  OLD  P-1  BOlffiET 
(Put  on  Y^ur  Old  G-ray  Bonnet) 

old-  ^  'bonnet,  with  the  lightning 
And  get  off  fnto  the  "blue* 

Uow  we're  done  our.  mission,  for  rotation  we're 
wishing. 

And  we'll  leaves  this  place  to  you* 


Bit  on  your  old  Gold  Bonnet,  with  the  black  stripe 
upon  it,  h 

And  we '  11  start  out  on  our  way, 

Prou  the  skies  of  Japan,  we'-ll  ride  clear  to 
Austin, 

On  our  next  rotation  day, . 


Bit  on  your  old  White  ’bonnet,  with  the  blue 
upon  it. 


dOg 


And  take  opf  from  old  Honshu, 

It's  Ken  a  rat  race,  around  tills  da^n 
So  long  Mi  saw  a,  peon  you. 


place, 
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THE  RIVER  PuJf  RED  - 
(The  Great  Ship  Titanic) 

Number  one  was  having  fun,  number  two  got  a  few. 
Number  four  tot  some  noro  so  h  o  said.* 

Oh  the  river  ran  red,  with  bio  od  of  the  dead, 

^s  we  came  around  and  tried  to  get  seme  more. 

CHORUS:  The  roado  was  full  of  ruts, 

End  the  ruts  were  full  of  guts. 

There  was  crud,  there  was  blood 
everywhere. 

Little  children  suck  ing  tits,  had  them 
thot  right  from  their  mitts. 

Ls'wo  cane  around  and  tried  to  get 
■  some  more . 

There  were  women  in  the  aruwd,  little  children 
cried  aloud. 

But  they  all  carried  guns  for  the  fee. 

There  were  sombe  who  turned  ar  ound,  when  they 
heard  that  awful  sound. 

Ls  we  came  around  and  tried  to  get  some  more. 
CHORUS: 

Oh  it  seemed  an  awful  crime,  a  s  wo  shot  them  in 
their  prime. 

But  they  got  number  three  don't  you  see. 

Yes  they  shot  him  down  with  fl  ak,  and  they  broke 
hisblocyly  back, 

.Is  we  came  around  and  tried  to  got  some  more. 
CHORUS: 


Number  one  was  having  fun,  number  two  got  a  few. 
Number  four  got  some  more  so  h  e  said. 

Oh  the  river  ran  red,  with  the  blood  of  the  do ad, 
as  we  came  around  and  tried  to  get  some  more. 
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RUGGED  BUT  RIGHT 


I  just  called  up  to  toll  you  that  I'm  rugged  but 
right  , 

A  thiof  and  a  gambler  and  I'm  dcu  nk  every  night. 

I  eat  porter  house  steak  three  ti  me s  a.  day  from 
my  board, 

more  than  any  ordinary  gal  can  ef  ford. 

1  got  a  big  hloctric  fan  to  keep  me  cool  when  I 
.  sloop, 

xx  pig  handsome  ran  to  pla.y  aground  at  my  feet, 

I 'in  just  a  ramblin'  woman,  a  gamblin'  woman, 
drunk  every  nite, 

I  just  called  up  to  toll  you  that  I'm  rug...ed  but 
right . 

xx  thief  and  a  gambler  and  I  drunk  every  nite. 

I'ne  rot  hips  that  sunk  the  ships  of  England, 
France ,  and  Foru, 

^nd  if  you're  like  Napoleon,  it's  your  aterloo. 

I'll  take  fifteen  nunutos  intermi  ssicn  in  a  Ford 
V-S, 

I'd  like  to  make  it  longer  but  I've  got  a  la-to 
date . 

by  motto  is  "sin  be  gone  with  win  fl,  so  lets's  be 
breezy  tonight, 

I  justcullcd  up  to  tell  you  that  I'm  rugged  buo 
right . 

RYE  u:iI3KEY 


If  the  ocean  were  whiskey,  and  I  we,s  a  duck, 

I'd  dive  to  the  bottom  and  never  come  up. 

It's  a  we.hiskoy  rye  whiskey,  whis  key  I  cry. 

If  a  tree  don't  fall  on  me.  I'll  live  till  I  die. 
It ' s  a  whiskey  rcy  whiskey,  whiskey  I  cry. 

If  I  don't  got  rye  whiskey,  I  sur  oly  will  die. 

But  hthe  ocean  ain't  whiskey,  and  I  ain't  a  duck. 
So  I'll  just  play  Jack  0-Diamonds  ,  and  trust  to 
my  luck, 

It's  rye  whiskey,  rye  whiskey  I  know  you  from  old, 
You  rob  my  poor  pockets  of  silver  and  gold. 


SAM  HALL 

(Ike  Ofigin  of  Sammy  small) 

Oh,  my  name  is  is  Sam  Hall,  it  is  Sam  Hall; 

Yes,  my  name  it  is  Sam  Hall,  it  is  Sam  Hall; 

Yes,  my  name  it  is  Sam  Hall,  and  X  hats  you  one 
ana  all. 

Ye  ss,  I  hate  you  one  and  all,  God  damn  your  eyes. 

Oh,  I  killed  a  man,  they  say,  so  they  say; 

Yes,  I  killed  a  men.,  they  say,  so  they  say; 

I  beat  him  on  the  head,  and  I  left  him  there  for 
dead  „ 

Yes,  I  left  him  theira  for  u  ead,  Hod  dermn  his  eyes,' 

Oh,  the  parson  he  did  come,- he  did  come; 

Yes,  the  parson  he  did  come,  he  did  come; 

And  he  looked  so  bloody  glum,  as  he  talked  of 
Kingdom  come, 

He  can  kiss  my  ruddy  hum,  Goa  damn  his  eyes  « 

Ana  tne  sheriff  he  came  too,  he  came  too; 

Yes,  the  sheriff  he  came 'too,  he  came  too; 

Yes,  the  sheriff  he  came  too,  with  his  men  all 
dressed  in  blue,. 

Lord,  they  were  a  bloody  crew,  God  damn  .their  eyes* 

How  up  the  ope  X  go,  up  li  go; 

Yes,  up  the  rope  I  go,  up  I  go; 

And  those  bastards  down  below,  they»H  say>  11  San 
we  told  you  so.J' 

They’ll  say,.  "Sam  We  told  you  so,."  God  damn  their 
eyes. 

I  saw  Hellie  dressed  in  blue,  dressed,  in  blue; 

I  saw  Hellie  in  tne  crow^. ,  all  -r-essed  in  blue; 

Says  my  Hellie,  dressed  in  blue,  "Your  trifling  days 
are  through,,. 

How  I  know  that  youTll  be  tue,  God  damn  your  eyes," 

And  now  in  heaven  I  dwell,  in  heaven  I  dwell; 

Yes,  now  in  heaven  X  dwell,  in  heaven  X  dwell; 

Yes,  no v/  in  heaven  I  dwell — Holy  Qhrist;  x^  is  a 
sell, 

All  the  whores  are  down  in  hell,  G°b-  damn  theireyes. 


SAVE  a  fighter  pilots 

1. 

l\fow  I  Wg,s  in  the  gutter 
With  pretzels  in  my  bear, 

With  pretzels  in  my  whiskers, 

I  knew  the  end  was  near.  r. 
Then  came  this  glorious  Air 
Force  , 

To  save  me  from  the  worst. 
Ever  ybooy  bust  a  gut, 

And  sing  the  seeonci.  verse. 


ASS 

2  4 

I  headed  down  the  runway, 

I  headed  for  a  ditch, 

I  looked  down  at  my  prop, 

My  God,  it  i  s  in  high  pitch. 
I  pulled  brck  on  the  stick, 
I  rose  up  in  the  air, 

Glory,  Glory,  Hallelujah, 
How  did  I  get  there. 


GHOSHS;  Oh  Hallelujah,  Oh  Hallelujah, 
Throw  a  nickle  on  the  ^rass. 
Save  a  fighter  pilot's  ass 
Oh  Hallelujah,  Oh  Hallelujah, 
Throw  a  nickle  on  the  grass, 
Ana  you'll  be  served, 


3, 

I  star  tee.  on  Ay  taheoff , 

I  thought  tne  flaps  were  down, 
But  when  I  pulled  the  ^ear  up,. 


4 . 

I  went  into  a  loop, 

I  thought  I  was  clar, 
I  csae  up  unuer - - — ■ 


The  dive  brake  scraped  the  groundl  thought,  the  end  was  near. 


The  general  he  sailed,, 

He  thought  it  was  great  fun. 
Then  I  faced  Col»  Blakeslee* 
Chitose  here  I  come. 


.1  wentv  before  the  board, 
They  gave  me  the  works  % 
Glory,  glory,  Hallelujah* 
What  a  bunch  of  jerks 


CHORUS: 

5. 

I  flew  my  traffic  pattern 
To  ue  it  looked  alright. 

I  made  my  final  turn. 

My  God,  I  racked  it  tight. 
The  engine  coughed  and 
sputtered, 

A.ud  then  began  to  weave, 
May  day,  mayday,  mayday* 
Spin  instructions,  please. 

CHORUS: 


CHORUS: 

6 .  | 

The  boyes  up  from  Misawa, 
Think  they  are  so  hot, 

They  brag  about  the  Re&tails, 
That  they've  often  shot, 

One  thing  they  don't 
remember , 

When  ever  they  holler  and 
hoot. 

Is  to  look  into  their  mirror* , 
just  before  they  shoot* 


6o 


SEOUL  CITY  SEE 
(Sioux  City  Sue) 

I  drove  a  herd  of  oxen  uowii, 

Till  I  reached  Olu  Sun  Chong;  way, 

And  there  I  Jet  a  Gook  ^iri, 

Who  said,  sne'd  like  to  play. 

Her  clothes  were  of  a  airty  blue, 

Her  hands  ?jid  feet  were  too. 

I  asked  hor  what  ner  naue  was  , 

She  said,  "Seoul  city  Sue." 

CHOEUS;  SecullCitj.  Sue,  Seoul  City  Sue, 

Your  hair  is  black,  your  eyes  sire  too. 
I'd  swap  ay  honey  cart  for  you, 

Seoul  City  sue,  Seoul  City  sue, 

Ho  one  s jells  of  Kiachie, 

Like  jy  sweet  Seoul  city  Sue. 

Oh.,  Korea,  I  uust  ad, jit, 

I  owe  a  lot  to  you, 

.1  caue  here  froj  /puerica. 

To  find  Seoul  city  Sue. 

Soueday  I'll  take  her  hack  with  ae, 

And  buy  her  perfuaes  too. 

So  people  can't  be  signing. 

Here  co^es  Seoul  city  Sue," 
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THE  SMU.il  LIPS  OP  A  CAmEL 


The  captain  he  rides  in  a  jo tor bo at  -  a  motorboat, 
The  ekhairal  he  rides  in  a  gig. 

It  don'  go  a  G-om.an  hit  faster  -  hit  faster, 

But  it  nakes  the  old  bastard  feel  big. 

CHORUS:  Sing  toorool  I  colrool  I  corool  I  ay, 

Sing  toorool  I  colrool  I  oy, 

-<  It  don't  go  a  Goadaiu  bit  faster,  b^t 

faster, 

But  it  uakes  the  old.  bastard  feel  big. 

How  the  sexual  life  of  a  ca^el,-  a  caael. 

Is  stronger  than  anyone  thinks. 

In  jouen^s  of  amorous  oassion,  of  passion, 

He  tried  to  aake  love  bo  tne  spninx, 

CHORUS: 

How  the  Spline's  posterior  orifice,  orifice, 

Is  clogged  by  the  sanos  of  the  Hide, 

Which  accounts  for  tne  hump  on  the  canel,  the 
canel , 

£ind  the  Spinx's  unscryuable  snile, 

CHORUS: 

The  Colonel  flies  and  p-80,  p-80 
The-  General  Rn  P-JG, 

It  don't  go  a  G-oddan  bit  faster,  bit  faster. 

The  old  bastard  ;ust  likes  the  big  roar  , 

CHORUS; 
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SO  LOUC- 

I've  sung  tills  song  and  1*11  .sing  it  again ^ 

Of  the  things  that  I»ve  done. and  the  places  live 
been,  ' 

Some  of  the  things  that  have :  bothered  ray  mind  ' 
And  a  lot  of  good  wingmen  that  »ve  left  behind. 

CHORUS:  Singing  so  long,  its  been  good  to  know 
You, 

So  long;  its  been  good  to  know  you" 

So  long,  its  boon  good  to  know  you, 
that  a  long  tine  since  l*ve  been-home 
And  I»ve  got  to  be  drifting  aLong 

This story  begins  when  we  gather  to  brief. 

We  listened  to  the  words  of  our  rcd4ieaded  chief. 
He  said,' "listen  here  men  and  1*11  give  you  the 
Score, 

About  what  is  the  way  with  the  F-81j..  f| 

CHORUS : 

We  turned  on  the  runway  and  started  to  roll. 

I  gave  it  he  throttle  and  poured  on  the  coal. 

The  JATO  was  heavy,  ray  God  it  was  tliic  lc. 

So  I  went  on  the  gages  and  yanked  on  the  stick. 


CHORUS: 

We  flew  up  to  Sinsnju  and  dodged  all  the  flak. 
I  called,  py  leader,  "Oh  please  take  me  back, 

I  bn  tired  of  flying  those  big  iron  birds." 

But  instead  of  turning  he  uttered  those  words. 

CHORUS : 
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flion  we  went  to  Sukchon  and  glide-bombed  the  r-ils 
*  bro  K  right  uith  tho  flak  on  our  taiL  ’ 

A, “A01 5TD?f  s  h3-':h  »ith  tho  tttO's  in  tho  sun,  ' 
And  I  thought  to  myself  we  should  give  her  the 
gun.  "  ' 

CHORUS: 

Girclod  to  Coin  UP  it  was  a  great  race,  * 

™  -k  ZG1S  ld  soon  bG  thore  and  give  us  a  chase 
hungf0Ur~nanGS'  f±VG  hundrcds  wcrc  still  tightly 

If  we  didntt  leave  soon  we  would  surely  be  done. 

CHORUS : 

I  caned  pj-  leader,  ”I>m  way  low  on  fuel. 

If  70u.ll- turn  around  quick  I  can  ge  back  to 

oGOUl#  H 

S' SrtomGn1  hG  vh?Utf,d^  "  ThGro  ,s  ®G’s  on  the  lead 
icaiu  uo  die  lett  and  get  up  some  speed." 

CHORUS: 

¥oll,  I  broke  to  the  loft  and  I  felt  a  great  iar 
A  whistling  golf  ball  had  cut  m3r  nain  spar.  9 
ly  canopy  oaramed  and  ^  engine  flancd  out. 

And  over  the  PT  I  started  to  shout. 

Buddies,  So  long,  it»s  been  good  to  know  you. 

So  long,  its  good  to  know  you. 

So  long,  its  good  to  know  vou. 

But  there. s  not  much  thrt  I  can  say. 

For  it  looks  like  Jive  auggered  today. 


SONG 


Oil  no  oh  ray  oh  you, 

I  don 1 1  know  what  to  do, 

Jlalahlujah,  it  surely  is  peculiar, 

I I  cl  rpyc  a  lot  of  dough, 

If  I  could  really  lenow, 

Sic  -nswer  to  this  question  is  it  yes  or  is  it  no. 

CHORUS:  Doos  the  spearmint  loss  it's  flavor  on 
on  tie  bedpost  overnight? 

If  you  put  it  on  the  left  side  will  you 
find  it  on  the  right? 

Can't  you  see  I'm  going  crazy. 

Won't  somebody  set  no  right. 

Docs  the  spearmint  lose  it's  flavor  on 
the  bedpost  overnight? 

Sic  Nation  rose,  as  one, 

And  sent  its  favorite  son. 

To  the  Nhit'liousc,  the  nations  r.&r;hty  lighthouse, 
He  said  that  he'd  boon  sent, 

To  ask  the  president, 

The  burning  question  that  involved  the  entire 
continent. 

CHORUS: 

Hero  cones  the  blushing  bride, 

Hie  bridegroom  at  her  side. 

To  the  altar  as  steady  as- Gibraltar, 
lire  bridc.gr "On  has  a  ring , 

Its  such  a  pretty  thing, 

Re  puts  the  ring  upon  her  finger  and  the  choir 
begins  to  sing, 

CHORUS: 
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Stay  WTfH  GOD 

Oh,  the  game  wan  played  on  -Sunday} 

In  he-. Ton’s  ora  backyard, 

Hi  til  Jesus  playing  fullback. 

And  I  loses  playing  guard, 

'(he  angels  in  the  bleachers,. 

Oh,  ny  how  they  did  yell, 

When  josus  scored  a,  touch/ own, 

Against  the  boys  from  hell. 

Oil}  Stay  with  God, 

Oil,  Stay  with  God, 

Jesus  on  the  ten  yard  la.no. 

Doing  rai'hty  Goddamn  nine. 

Stay  with  God', 

Stay  with  God, 

Tolcum,  pokun,  '  Jesus '  soakun, 

Stay  with  God,  Anon, 

SHIP  AL3RT 
(Lucky  Old  Sun) 

Up  before  morning,  out  on  'the  line, 

Waiting  for  JIG'S  on  their  way. 

While  that  lucky  old  ,-y.n, 

Got  nothing  to  do  but  lay  — 1  ms  sa-Ce  uni.il  o.<,y« 

How  cones  tho  dawn,  darbioss  is  thru, 

God  only  Jensws  what's  ahead. 

While  that  lucly  old  non, 

Got  nothing  to  do  but  sleepily'  got  out  of  bed. 

All  da-r  1  anp  wo  wait  for  a  scramble. 

Get  then  in'  tho  sides. 

gome  goof  off  while  others  gamble, 

Break  out  that  pair  of  dice. 
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Old  sol  gives  up,  wo *ro  still  hefe,  ' 

Ihis  alert  leaves  us  no  tine  for  sin, 

While  .  that  lucky  old  nun  got  nothing  to  do. 
But  sit  at  the  bar  and  drink  gin 

Up  in  the  -morning,  down  on  the  lino. 

Into  the  murk  and  the  for, 

While,  that  Lucky  CO  has  nothing  to  do, 

But  sit  around  diclling  the  dog. 


TIT ;  BIING  13. 

As  I  was  standing  on  the  wing. 

Of  brand  nc 

Up  there  stopped  a  reckless  chap, 

I’d  never  scon  before. 

I  pointed  to  the  RO’s  -seat. 

He  looked  at  ng  with  fright, 

CHORUS:  Oh,  I’ll  never  take  off  in  that  son  of 
a  bitch, 

This  dark  and  storey  night. 

Oh,  I’ll  never  take  off  in  that  son  of 
a.  bitch. 

This  dark  and  stormy  night. 

The  crew  chief  hit  him  o’er  the  head, 

And  strapped  him  in  the  scat. 

And  when  ho  awoke  he  found  himself, 

All  strapped  in  nice  and  noa.t,  ' 

We  taxied  out  to  the  hot  runway. 

When  end.  was  not  in  sight. 

Those  arc  the  words  he  said  to  Tie 
As  wo  arced  off  into  the  night, 

CHORUS:  ■ 
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TIPTAMS  AND  TAILPIPES 
(Bless  Them  All) 

f 

Bless  on  all,  bless  era  all. 

Bless  the  tiptanks  and  tailpipes  and  all. 
Bless  old  nan  Locldreod  for  building  this  jot 
But  I  know  a  guy  who  is  cussing  him  yet,  * 
Cause  he  tried,  to  go  over  the  wail  • 

Hath  tiptanlcs  and  tailpipes  and.  all 

n??d70s  cTid  cross  "nd  thc  wings  did  cone 
I'/itii  tiptanlcs  and  tailpipes  end  all. 

Thru  the  wall,  thru  thc  wall. 

That  bloody  invisible  wall, 

Biai  transonic  journey  is  nothing  but  rourh 
As  oad  as  a  ride  on  the  local  base  bus. 

So  I  La. staying  awar  from  thc  wall. 

Subsonic  for  mo  and  that's  all 
If  your  hot  you  might  make  it. 

Fat  you'll  probably  break  it. 

Tour  butt  or  your  neck  not  the  wall. 


TOAST  TO  AN  AlRtLAN 

T-/c  look  in  thc  purple  twilight. 

Wo  spin  the  silvery  dawn. 

With  black  smoke  trailing  behind  us, ' 

To  show  where  our  comrades  have*  gone* 
So  stand  to  your  glasses  steady, ° 

This  world  is  a  world  of  lies. 

'•re'll  drink  to  those  of  us  living. 

And  hurrah  for  thc  next  ran  to  die. 


TUIIBLII'TG  GYROSCOPES 
(Tumbling  Tumbleweeds) 

See  them  tooling  along, 

Engines  singing  their  song. 

Here  in  the  slcy  I  belong, 

Drifting  along  with  a.  tumbling  gyroscope. 

Oh?  I  know  when  ni'iit  is  gone,  that  we  *11  be  home 

by  dawn,  '  ,  . 

Wo* vo  been  drifting  around,  the  Reds  have  hcarc. 

our  song. 

Here  in  the  sky  wo  belong, 

Drifting  along  x-i  th  a  tumbling  gyroscope. 

See  them  thundering  down. 

Close  to  the  ground  they’ll  be  found. 

Strafing  till  their  last  round, 

Drifting  along  with  a.  tumbling  gyroscope. 


•  THE  TWENTY  SEVENTH  IEJIZHT 

She  w-"s  poor  but  she  was  honest. 

Victim  of  a  rich  nan’s  whim. 

Till  she  met  that  cu thorn  gentleman, 

Leo  Dr.rd.ol, 

And  the  h?.  d  a.  child  by  him. 

No  he’s  in  the  legislature, 
licking  laws  fnr  all  mankind, 

While  she  walks  the  streets  o* 
4ustinr^Austin,.._.Temr.Si_ 

Selling  chunks  of  her  behind. 

It’s  the  rich  x-jho  got  the  graver' 

And  the  poort  who  get  the  blame, 

It’s  the  same  the  whole  world  over,  under  over, 
Isn’t  that  a  Goddamn  shame. 
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UNDERNEATH  THE  BAMBOO  TREE 

1*11  build  a  bungalow  big  enough  for  tiro. 

Big  enough  for  two,  my  honey,  big  enough  for  two* 
And  when  wetro  married,  happy  we  *11  be. 

Under  tlic  bamboo,  under  the  bamboo  tree* 

Thatfs  where  my  m'ncy  goes,  to  buy  my  baby  clothes, 
1  buy  her  everything  to  keep  her  in  stylo, 

'  And  in  my  future  life,  she  *  s  gonna,  be  yy  wife, 
How«n  the  hell  d’ya  got  that  way,  she  told  ra 
-  so* 

Someone  *  s  been  loving  yu,  I  knox-T  ym  ain’t  been 
true, 

T’aint  intuition  honey  smt  from  heaven  above. 

That  last  Kiss  x<r  s  a  xdnnor  honey j 
Too  good  for  a  beginner  honey. 

Someone’s  boon  given*  yu  lessons  in  love. 


ME ’RE  HERE  FOR  FUN 
(Auld  Lang  J^mo) 


Wo’ro  here  fer  firn  right  form  the  start 
So  drop  your  dignity, 

Just  laugh  and  sing  with  all  your  heart. 
And  show  your  loyalty. 

May  all  your  troub3.es  be  forgot. 

Lot  this  rd/ht  be  the  best. 

Join  in  the  songs  we  sing  tonight, 

Be  happy  with  the  rest. 
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^  ^  ±3  UN  THE  PICE 
(On  die  '-jO-bash  Par  >lTja.y) 


SiS°s°t“  >  'gis^ 

,s  i 

Wlion  the  ico  in  on  the  in  Rlrrji-t-i: 

tftom  f-inCT-Sinav  hiVtho 

bISo.ctafCr  ^  h-  b<*  ***’«■>  ««• 

anglin.  SrjAnorn,  chcs.i  bob--,  bo  b=ok_ 

I'll  ^ 

.  And  huddlo  m'+ji  ,r  .  „,\J  p3' 

-^1  rv  .'‘uxcn^aJci  note* 

tlhon  the  ico  is  n  th^  *  ,  _ 

*  -i  , ,  -*D  11  uiG  ncc  m  Asa m jr* hi 

iiiid.  the  water  in  tA .  >  hrvi~  r  ",  ^ 

IH1  s^r  ATn*  .%n7~  4‘  T  0i  ^ils  start s  to  .storm 

/'nr-'  A xpto  ns  sac  juries  ill  beside  r>o 

Anc.  hcrjps  to  fill  ,l7  japeno8-j  drusu  ' 

AP+P0  xcc  Xs  "n  ’^1G  rico  in  Ur^ar-rw-a* 

And  the  salcl  in  the  cellars  et-rts  to  f?-.z0 
I  don  it  went  to  ro  bade  to  sunny  CnlirpA* 

I  Just  wont  to  stay  hero  with  A  RLp^^P 
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MEM  T-E  GIST  BACK  HOIIE 
(Frankie  and  Johnnie) 

I  was  standing  oxi  the  corner. 

Just  as  she  happened  to  pass,  '  . 

I  took  a  look  at  her  lovely  hair. 

And  a  good  look  at  her  -l"'""5 — . 

As  she  walked  along,  as  she  walked  along, 

I  followed  her  around  the  corner, 

I  followed  tills  lovely  lass,. 

I  admired  her  streamlined  figure. 

But  most  of  ail  I  adrd.ro  her  .  » 

As  she  walked  along,  as  she  walked  along* 

Then  wo  got  into  a  taxi, 

TJr.tur  aly  I  got  in  last. 

As  she  stepped  into  the  taxi, 

I  tried  to  pat  her  on  her  .  - _ 

As  she  scoped  inside,  as  she  stepped  inside, 

ten  wo  went  to  a.  night  cluh, 

My  heart  boat  quick  and  fast, 

She  was  thinking  of  dinner. 

Bat  I  was  thinking' of  her  m-A- . . 

As  I  held  her  hand,  as  I  held  her  hand, 

Hicn  wo  went  to  her  apartment. 

An  apartment  with  plenty  of  -  class. 

She  let  out  an  awful  scream. 

She  thought  I  was  c°triS  to  kiss  her  —™ — 

As  she  turned  away,  a.s  she  tir  ned  away. 

Up  came  the  house  detective. 

He  said  "I  will  save  you  yaung  lass" 

He  shaved  her  through  the  doorway. 

And  he  tried  to  kick  her  - 

As  she  ran  down  the  stairs,  as  she  ran  down  th 
stairs. 
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!••£/•  story  has  no  -yorcls, 
py  story  ha.s  no  class j 
If  you  don’t  like  ny  story. 

You  can  shove  it  up  your 

As  you  walk  along,  as  you  walk  along,, 


ks  tour  l:ato:s  kavs  Tuz.m>  to  silver 

(When  Your  Hair  Has  Turned  lU  Silver J 

l]hcn  your  loaves  have  tr.rnoo.  to  silver, 

TfiH  you  lovo  us  just  the  sao, 

Oh  we’ll  always  call  yui - ’  * 

Isn’t  that  a  bloody  shone? 

To  the  days  at  dear  old^**~~  . 

Orly  now  wo  have  to  wail. 
t tiy on  vour  leaves  have  turned  to  silver.. 

You  can  shove  then  up  your  tail. 


WOULD  YOU? 

If  In  t’  is  area  there  were  but  you, 

And  you  wore  sure  nobody  knew, 

the  sky  was  wood  and  blacky 
And  you  would  drop  vrithouc  wic 

Would  you?  , 

And  on  this  road  were  arnored  cars. 

And  you  could  stay  up  and  straic  tne  soc.rs. 

Would  you?  ,  . 

And  then  -hen  over  anc.  y'w  r.co  , 

Weave  tales  of  Valor  beyond  belief. 

Would,  you? 

Hell?  Who  Wouldn’t? 
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A  tOtJHG  AVIATOR 
(ity  Bonnie) 


A  young  aviator  lay  flying. 

At  tho  end  of  a  bright  surmcr  day. 
His  comrades  gathered  around  him. 
To  earner  tho  fragments  away. 


Ho  spit  out  a  valve  and  a  gasket. 

As  ho  stirred  in  the  dump  whore  he  lay. 
And  to  his  wondering  comrades. 

These  bravo  dying  words  ho  did  say. 

Take  the  cottar  pin  out  af  my  kidney. 
Take  the  can-rode  cut  of  my  brain. 

Take  tho  crankshaft  out  of  my  liver. 
And  assemble  tho  engine  again. 

Stand  by  y°ur  glasses  steady, 

For  tho  world  is  a,  world  of  lies. 
Here’s  a  toast  to  tho  dead  already. 
Hooray  for  the  next  man  to  die. 


HIE  YOUNG  PURSUIT!® 


Beside  a  Guinea  waterfall. 

One  bright  and  sunny  day , 

Beside  his  shattered  9k 
The  yrnng  night  fighter  lay. 

His  R/O  hung  fron  a  nearby  li’*, 

He  wasn't  quite  dead, . 

H^w  listen  to  the  very  last  words. 

The 'young  night  fighter  said,  ■ 

11  Oh,"  I  ha  going  to  a  better' land, 

Ifiere  everything  is  bright, 

fyjhoro  whiskey  flows  f r  ha  telegraph  polos. 

Play  poker  every  night.. 

You  never  do  a  licit  of  rork. 

Just  sit  around  and  sin;. 

/j id,  all  the  crews  aye  wenen. 

Oh  death  where  ±  thy  sting. 

Oh;  death  where  is  thy  sting,  ting-a-ling. 
Oh,  death  where  is  thy  sting. 

The  bells  of  hell  Till  ring-a-ling. 

For  you,  but  not  for  no  . 


IS 


200TSUTT  S  AM)  PARACHUTES 
(Boll  Bottom  Trousers) 


Once  there  wa.s  a  barmaid,  down  in  Drury  Lane, 

Her  master  was  so  kind  to  her,  her  mistress  was 
the  same* 

/ilono  come  a  pilot,  handsome  a.s  could  be. 

And  ho  was  the  cause  of  all  her  miSOIT* 

CHORUS:  Singing  Zootsuits  and  para. chutes  and 
Unix  cr  ms  -i  blue. 

He'll  fly  a  fight  or  like  his  daddy 
Used  to  do„ 

She  like  a  silly  girl,  thinking  it  no  harm. 

Climbed  in  beside  him  just  to  keep  the  pilou  warm. 
He  asked  her  for  o.  pillow  to  rest  his  weary  head. 
She  gave  it  to  him  willfully  and  lost  her  maiden 
head. 


CHORUS; 

Now  in  tho  morning  before  the  break  ox  day, 

A  five  pound  note  he  haj.id.ed  her,  and  this  to  ner 
cUd  say. 

Take  this  my  darling  far  all  the  ham  I’ve  done 
For  you  nay  have  a  daughter  nr  you  may  have  a  son 
And  if  y~u  have  a  daughter  put  ribbons^  in  iier  hoi  „ 
And  if  you  have  a.  son.  got  the  ba.stard.  in  thu  air 


CHORUS; 

Now  tho  moral  of  ny  story  as  you  can  plainly  see. 
Is  never  trust  a  pilot  an  inch  abor  o  your  knee, 
Tho  barmaid  trusted  one  and  ho  went  off  uo  fly* 
Leaving  her  a.  daughter  to  help  tho  time  go  oy 
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the  censor's  laic  jit 

As  I  walked  out  in  the  streets  of'  Lorado j 
As  X  walked  out  in  Lorado  one  day,  _  . 

X  spied  a  young  cowboy  all  wrapped  m  win  o  u  > 
Wrapped  in  white  linen  as  cold  as  the  clay, 

n j  see  by  your  outfit  that  you  are  a  cowboy 11 
These  words  In  did  say  a.s  I  slowly  rode 
it  Como  sit  down'  beside  no,  aid  hear  ny  sad  Stcr  y 
Pn  shot  in  the  broat  and  ITn  going  to  are. 

It  was  once  in  the  saddle  I  used  to' go  a.  dashing 

Once  in  the  saddle  I  used  to  be  gay, 

pit’  st  down  to  Rosies 

Then  down  to  the  card-muse 

I’m  shot  in  ’the  broat  and  I’n  dyxn»  to-ny. 

"Sot  sixteen  gamblers  to  carry  my  coffin. 

Six  purty  maidens  to  sing  me  a.  song. 

Get  buckets  of  roses  to  spread  by  my  gr<./ve-sim, 
Roses  to  deaden  the  clods  as  they  j.a_l,n 


"Oh  beat  the  drum  slowly, 

0  play  the  fife  lowly. 

Play  the  death  march  as  they  carry  me  away. 
Take  me  down  to  the  valley. 

And  lay  the  o’er  mo, 

Per  I’m  a  young  cowboy  and  I  know  I’ve  earn 
wron- . 
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THOSE  WEDDING  BELLS  ASS  SHEARING  UP 


Not  a  soul  down  on  the  corner 
It's  pretty  certain  sign, 

Those  wedding  bells  are  breaking  uD 
That  old  gang  of  mine 


All  the  boys  are  singing  love  songs 
They've  forgot  Sweet  Adeline, 
Those  wedding  bells  are  breaking  up 
That  old  gang  of  Mine 

There  goes  Jack,  there  goes  Jill 
Down  thru-  Love's  Lane 
Now  and  then,  we  meet  again 

But  they  don’t  seem  the  same 


Gee  I  get  that  lomesqme  feeling 

T'Jhen  I  hear  those  church  be].ls  chime, 
Those  wedding  bells  are  breaking  up 
That  old  gang  of  mine. 


THE  COED  AND  THE  CADET 

The  Coed  and  the  Cadet  were  courting  I  declare, 
Down  by  the  gate  they  didn » t  ■  know  that  I  was  there 
Oh  the  Coed  she  was  bashful  and  Cadet  he  was  shy, 
He  asked  her  if  he  could  and  -this  was  her  reply; 

You  can  dp  it  if  you  wanna 

But  you'd  better  do  it  right. 

You'd  better  not  do  it 

like  you  did  the  other  night, 

Cau.se  if  you  do,  I'm  telling  you 
I  really  mean  ii 

I'll  never  lot  you  kiss  mG  again. 


A  I L  l'I  WITHOUT  A  T-JOI'ELN 


A  Kfn  without  a  woman 

Is  like  a  ship,  without  a  sell 
IS  like  a  boat  without  a  rudder 
like  a  Kite-  without  a  teal 


A  nan  without  a  woman 

Is  like  a  shipwreck  on  the  sand, 

But  if  there i s  one  thing  worse  in  the  universe 
Its  woman,  I  said  a  woman. 

1  nG  an  a  woman  t  i  th  "ut  a.  ^an 

Por  you  can  ro3.1  a  silver  dollar 
Cross  the  bar  room  floor. 

And  it  will  roll,  because  its  round 

And  a  woman  never  knows  oh  at  a  good  man  she’s  got 
Unit  she  turns  him  down 

Wow  honey  listen  now  honey,  listen  to  me, 

I  want  you  to  understand. 

That  a  silver  dollar  gees  frem  hana  to  hanc.,- 
Tjjhilc  a  woman  goes  from  ram  to  nan* 
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RlID  SCARFS 

(Tune;  Strawberry  Blonde) 

Now  the  hist  Fighter  Squadron  they  don’t  show  me  much, 
T-Jhile  the  Red  Scarfs  fly  . 

Ihoir  technique  is  ba.d  and  their  bombing  is  sad, 
hfhile  tin  Red  Scarfs  'fly 

Their  guns  arc  corroded  their  pilots  arc  loadca 
Their  cockpits  are  covered  with  dust,  _ 

They  fly  for  awhile,  but  they  ain’t  got  no  Style 
vlhilo  the  Red  Scarfs  fly. 


IT  NAS  S/D,  OH  If  T&S  S/D 

Tt  was  up  by  Kunuri,  where  1  won  my  D.F.C. 

*12  out  on  onnod  roccoj  to  «.  vfcnt  I  could  see 

Nhon  I  spied  a  church  below, 

And  I  let  my  rockets  go,  , 

It  wa.s  sad* when  those  rocket  went  aown 
It  was  sad,  It  was  sad, 

"It  was  sad  when  those  rockets  went  mown— - 

Hit  the  steeple 
There  were  husbands  and  wives, 

I tty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives? 

It  wa.s  sad  when  those  rockets  went  down 

It  WP.S  up  by  Sib  rm  too,  30  mica  iron  the  W«»t 
ttoilo  out  on  moot,  rocco,  to  soo  rfwst  1  could  s.c 
Tfion  I  spied  a  farmer  nan, 

/ath  his  p-nis  in  his  hand 

It  wa.s  sa.d  when  that  nap  alia  went  c-.ovn 
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It  was  sad,  Oh  it  was  sad, 

It  was  sad  when  that  napr.ln  wen  t  down - 

Hit  the  fanner 

There  were  husbands  and  wives  ( 

Itty  bitty  children  lost  their  lives. 

It  was  sad  when  that  napalx  wont  den 

It  wos  up  by  Starnju,  *on  I  the  utht  thru 

.Quad  50' s  and  40' s  had  shot  ay  coolant  thru 
It  was  then  I  hit  the  silk. 

Oh  ay  God  I  strained  xy  uilk 
It  was  sad  whon  that  pilot  wont  d  own 

It  was  sad,  Oh  it  was  sad, 

It  was  sad  when  that  pit  t  went  down 

To  the  people 

There  wero  husbands  and  wives  .  , 

Itty  bitty  children  pullqd  out  tneir  knives  . 

It  was  sad  when  that  pilot  went  down. 


They  sent  uc  up  to  Fyep  cyans 
The  brief  said  skoshe  aci-c  ack 
But  by  thetiuo  I  rot  there 

ily  viinr,s  were  hexed  d  a  fl-.lt 
Ily  airerft  went  irto  a  sp^n, 

Itwmld  no  Ion, a  er  fly- — 
'iucyday^MaydayJuay-lay,  I  m  toe  ye  ung  to  cao 

I  bailed  out  frou  that  liustarc 
ily  landing  was  top  lino, 
inith  ay  B  and  B  eiguiprrnnt 
I  nade  for  our  fr-  rfi  lino 
But  whon  I  opened  up  xy  ration  ti  n. 

To  see  what  was  in  it - 
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The  God  dram  Quartermaster, 

Had  filled  tho  thig  "With  shit  l 
How  in  this  Commie  prison  comp 
I  cm  obliged  tc  sit, 

For  one  cannot  go  very  far 
On  a.  ration  tin  of  shit 
If  I  am  ever  free  again,  I  mil  no  longer  fly- 
But  I'll  have  Qua.rtorrr.stor  bo  llxx 
For  breakfast  till  I  lie  • 


n/.T.T,  OUT  THO  -IMT  .M>  TEG  1-Tx 

Call  out  tho  nrmy  -and  tho  JNic.vy, 

Call  out  the  rank  and  file 
Call  out  the  iloyrl  Torrxtork  Is 
They  face  danger  with  a.  smile, 

’  Call  out  tho  boys  of  tho  old  Brid  re 
That  made  old  England  free. 

You  can  call  out  my  brother, 
i-iy  sister  and  my  mot  nor, 

But  for  God's  sake  don't  call  me 
Gor  Blimey: 

(Chourus) 

I  don't  want  to  3.  in  the  ^*-rmj 
I  don't  want  tc-  ,7:  to  war 
I'd  ra.tbero.hano  around 

Tho  Pic:  dilly  underpr  und 
Livinr  an  the  earnings  of  a  high  born  lac5. 
Don't  want  a  bullet  up  my  ass  hole 
X  don't  want  my  bollocks  shot  away— 

I'd  rather  bo  in  England, 

In  bonny  bonny  England 
.nd  fornicate  my  fucking  life  awa  y. 

Ger'  31imoy: 


i-iOiiuay  I  touched  hei*  on  the  ankle* 

Tviesday  I  touched  her  on  the  knee 
Wednesday  success,  I  lifted  up  her  oress 
Thursday  her  chemise,  G-of'  Bli^y 
jriaay  I  put  ny  hand  upon  it, 

*****  Dfeut  *«•*  "Sfoia.  hoy  up  her 

Ana  sunaey  alter  supper,  x 
4nd  now  I>4  paying  seven  and  six  a  weekl 


nn-r  I  -Rli_ierv 


IfffiPCK  OF  OLD  97 

There  were  9?  airplanes  warning  up  on  the  apron, 

Hot  enough  roon  you  eoula  see,  .  . 

The  first  ninety  six  were  of  recent  construct! 

But  the  last  was  a  fifty-one  L 

She  was  old-  97  sad  she  had  a  fine  ?e*ord, 

But  she  hadn't  teen  flown  that  yec,r  enfine 

And  she  creaked  an,  groan,  d  when  tney  starteu.  her  enexne 
for  sne  knew  tnafc  her  tine  was  near 

A  s econo.  Lieutenant  wandered  into  Operations, 

And  he  asked  for  a  ship  or  tv©  ,_lon68 

And  they  said  youn,  nan  wa  are  very  short  of  0irplc.nes 
But  we'll  see  what  we  can  do 

‘  how  the  first  d?  are  reserved  for  Majors, 

And  the  GaptO«fc  h,ve  the  next  ^9  ^ 

But  tner's  one  nore  ship  on  the  ena  pf  the  -pr  n 
jhe  ship  'apoii  ^he  line 
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He  was  headed  for  Wonju  and  frou  there  to  cdinhae, 

And  he  had  to  ua^e  that  flight 

So  fce  saia  0.  i£, »  If  you  e»ive  ue  a  clearance 
I  w4J-I  g2t  there  souetiae  tonight 

Oh  he  flew  over  Taejon  anu  the  Jea^xi.  airstrip, 

Ana  tne  ceiling  f°  f&H 

Ana  the  clouds  closed  ciown  on  the  tops  of  the  iaountains 
And  he  coulan't  see  tne  around  at  all 

He  flew  throgh  rain  aria  he  flew  thru  a  snows  tron, 
rJ?ill  the  lignt  began  to  fail 

When  he  found  a  railroad  going  nis  direction, 

Ana  he  saia  I'll  £>et  there  by  rail 

He  flew  down  a  valley  end  he  dodged  thru  the  mountains , 
And  he  kept  that  road  in  sight 

Till  tne  rails  disappeared,  thru  a  tunnel  in  the  nountains 
And  he  ended  his  last  long  flight 

There  was  old  97,  with  he  nose  in  the  mountain, 

And  her  wheels  upon  the  track 

And  her  throttle  was  bent  in  fhe  forward  postion, 

Hut  her  engine  was  facing  hack 

How  ladies  please  listen  and  heed  uy  warning, 
fron  tnis  tiae  ever  on 

Hever  speak  harsh  words  to  your  flyboy  huscand. 

He  -ay  leave  you  and  never  return. 
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TEAMS  POE  THE  MEwOHlES 

Arigato  for  the  memories 

Of-  train  wrecks  on  the  line 
Of  Ginza  marts,  ana  honey  carts 
And  how  we’d  seldom  dine, 

Arigato,  so  much 

Arigato  for  the  memories 

Of  steaks  we  couldn’t  eat, 

Old  left  over  meat 

Of  powdered  milk  aiju  girls  in  silk 
Kilmonos  on  the  street, 

Arigato,  so  much 

pew  are  the  times  w^’ve  feasted, 

And  many's  the  time  that  we’ve  fasted 

B  and  E's  were  swell  while  they  lasted 
We  did  have  fun,  and  no  harm  done— 

So  Arigato  for  the  memories 
Of  special  Allied  Cars, 

All  the  different  bars 

Of  whiskey  cokes,  and  dirty  jokes 
And  undeserved  D.B's, 

Arigato ,  s  o  much 

Arigato  for  the  memories 

Of  dead  fish  on  the  shore, 

Eats  behind  the  door 

The  Kamakur  Buda  and  brocades  that  we  all  wore 
Arigato  so  much 


Arigato  for  the  memories 

Of  snacks  at  the  PX,  all  those  talks  on  sex 
The  brokene  bones  we  suffered  in  taksuan  jeepo  wrecks 
Arigato  so  much . 
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sain  hello  with  mart  inis 
.,*11  say  sayonara  with  riake^ 

The  Japs  won't  forget  all  that  Khaki 

Honshu1  s  not  the  s^me,  out  we're. eidad  thdt  we  came- 

Arigato  for  the  memories 
Of  laternS  after  dark, 

Rickshaws  in  the  park 

The  funny  names,  the  baseball  ^ame s r 
We  really  left  our  nark 
So  so  much* 


TELL  MB  WEI 

Tell  op  why i  the  ivy  twines^ 

Tell  me  why,  the  stars  uo  shine 
Tell  n&  why,  the  oceans  blue 

Ull  tell  you  why,  its  'becasue  J  love  you 

Because  G-od  made,  the  ivy  twine 

Because  G-od  nau.e,  the  Stars  to  shins 
Because  G-od  nau.e,  the  Oceans  blue 

Because  Q-ud  maae  you,  it  becasue  X  love  you  . 
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^  BRITISH  TURKISH 'S  GE.  VE 

They're  biggin  up  father's  grave 
To  builcl  a.  sowah,  a  sowah. 

The 're  digging  it  up  regardless  o  f  expense 
They're  digging  up  his  remains 
To  put  in  six  inch  drains., 

To  sanitate  some  rich  nans  reside  nee, 

Gor'  Blimey 

How  whets  the  uso  of  having  a  rol  ifipn,  religion 
If  when  you  die  your  troubles  never  cease, 

So  some  high  society  twit 

Can  have  a pipe  line  for  his  shit, 

And  n®ver  let  a  poorer  rest  In  peace 
Gor'  Blimey 

Wow  during  his  life  my  father 

Was  never  a  cruitr  r,  e  quitch, 

I  don't  suppose  he'll  be  a  quitah  now 
He'll  Gross  up  in  a  sheet 
hud  ha.unt  that  shit  house  soar  , 
i.nd  only  lot  toon  crap  when  he  al  lows, 

Gor'  Blimey 

uow  won't  here  be  some  bl  .-ody  constipation,  potion 
won't  the  so  shit  house  bastard  s  sweat  and  r;  vo. 
But  its  only  what  they  deserve, 

For  having  the  bloody  nerve. 

To  bugger  up  a  British  workman's  grave  I 
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THE  RESERVES!1 '  S  L«RENT 

(Tunc:  Cipareets,  tihuskoy,  RUB  Ronen) 

I  wr.s  cMliai  °  “t’of  the  bends 

iMo  svccvt  cb'^uo  clanks  ^nci  no 

But  I  an  a  rot  roc  4  -nc\  older  *■  gr  v 

*ow  1  fly  r  kustenc,  its  eld  e  na  its  slow 

( Chorus ) 

Sinuiju  and  -nrk,  DinG1^  l^drivc  you  insane 

t-Ues,  end  one  hundred  sorties. 

They'll  dri^0  you  :rPG  si;it 
They'll  drive  you  inso.no 

Oh,  ones  I  was  hr .ppy  and  I  ^-GW  a  jot 
drt  35,000  how  fat  can  you  got. 

They  sent  :.ie  to  Hollis  for  si*  we  eks  to  tr  .x 

m  rnu  „  „~VG  rG  £  iust.np,  itS  hO  c.irpltU 

tie  strs.f  i  end  we  bedhod  end  w  shot  elr  te^air 

Then  off  to  korea,  we  re  xucue  a  P 
he  erne  to  lUFour-Si*  to  ily  wxt.1  this  Group 

i;y  hair's  turning  grey  and  ny  vxnps  hc.Vv  -  Jroov 

I  flow  i:y  first  iission  ml  it  was#  a 

dust  follow  the  leeder  don  t  1  ' 

But  new  I've  pet  oi-ntj,  -i.  Xv  -  ,  „+  nirht 

Go  out  on  arnod  recce  and  can'  t  sleep  <~t  nx, 

Rent  up  to  Eic  klloy,  S-2  stid  ns 

If  I  had  not  looked  round,  I*  a  bo  up  unorc  y- 

Six  Rips  junjied  pur  ass  and  the  ^ 

Sixty- one  and  3°00,  how  -y  knees  J&-1 

If  I  live  thru  a  hundred  and  they 
1*11  toll  then  to  shove  it,  uy 
They  can  rm  it  and  Jtu  it  for  all  tn. .%  I  Coro 
1st  Eire  nc  .  tine  job,  s  desk  end  oherr. 


88 


THE  II AH  BEHI1ID  THE  APd'lOR  PLATED  DESK 
(Tunc:  Strip  Polka) 

Early  in  the  morning  ■when  the  engines  start  to  ro  a.r, 
You  can  see  tlio  old.  goat  standing 
Beside  his  office  door. 

Ho  til  bo  sweating  out  the  take-off 
As  hots  often  done  '  before 
The  ..nan  behind  the 'amor  plato  desk 


Four  times  he *  s  lee.  us  up  uaoro 
And  ho  always  led  us  back. 

For  he  circled  oetr  tho  I.P, 

As  we  went  in  to  attack. 

He  said  I  ha  hard  yet  fair  boys,  but  allergic  to 
The  man  behind  the  armor  plate  desk 


ack  ack 


And  when  the  target *s  sigh tc-o. 

Who  inspires  air  a ttack? 

Who  says  Hundreds  may  go  in  la.d. 

Bat  a  few  arentt  coming  back 
Who  says  Wo  til  disregard  the  mimxiun 
When  ym  suppress  the  flak 
Hie  man  behind  the  amor  plate  desk 


And  "when  the  mission  Ts  over 
And  briefing  they  should  be 
You  can  search  the  whole  field  over 
But  not  tx  pilot  will  y~n  scQj 
For  they  ill  all  be  a.t  tho  lT0,J  Club 
With  a  nixcd  drink  in  their  hand 
Sineinr  the  man  behind  the  armor  planted  c.esk 
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HUTCH'S  BALL.lt) 


(Tunc;  Sure  a  Little  Bit  of  Heaven) 

Sure^  our  target  it  was  bunkers  ' 

Way  out  in  the  hills  so  grand, 

Located  ^in  Korea,  right  next  to  no-mans  land 
Our  fans  new  they  wore  G.X.  »s 
And  tlloy  thought  oar  Uustrng's  grand 
As  we  circled  oe'r  the  target  * 
Watching  "willio  peter"  land 

But  our  controller  was  neurotic  - 
Hear  the  grornd  he  wouldn't  go. 

Wo  toggled  off  our  babies  and 
We  watched  then  hit  bUn* 

Ho  had  placed  his  rockests  wilclly 

/nd  he'd  foulded  the  whole  dann  show. 

But  when  we  got  the  grading 
Sure  it  was  H.ro?  Zero? 

Sure,  a.  little  bit  of  airplane  fell 
From  cut  the  sly  one  day, 

It  landed  xirost  of  Pyongyang 
Hot  bury  far  away 
Comet  Rod  'mn!'o  bo  coming  back. 

It  made  us  very  blue 
But  x-re  went  on  to  our  target 

And  wo  dropped  w.r  babies  true 

0  we  sprinkled  it  xdth  fifties 

Just  to  keep  their  heads  down  Ioxat, 

Then  wo  hurried  back  to  S-2 
To  lie  about  our  show. 

When  37-ou  read  it  ;n  the  papers' 

All  about  the  18th «s  capers, 
feu  xcill  know  its  propaganda. 

For  old  barcus.  Bless  his  soul. 
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BY  BY  USAF  (  *VS 

■•Jhcn  wo  not  back  homo  again 

Wo«rc  not  going  Air  Force  then 

By  By  USAF 

This  rotation  plan  is  great 

never  marc  then  two  years  la.  to 

By  By  USAF 

No  one  in  this  outfit  understands  me 

Look  at  all  the  shit  they  always  hand  mo 

Silver  wings  bars  of  brass 

Ymi  can  shove  them  uo  ymr  — - 

Aif  Force  By  By 

Look  at  all  the  shit  they  thru 
to  got  my  ass  up  in  the  bxuo 

By  By  USAF 


Sexy  parties  girls  glore 

But  we  wind  up  with  a.  whore 
By  By  USAF 

Some  ono  in  this  outfit  sure  seduced  mo 

T.jxth  a  purple  shaft  they  roaly  goosed  me 
Silver  wings  bars  of  bra.ss  you  can 
You  can  shove  them  up  yur  -> 

Air  Force  By  By 

They  called  us  in  and  throw  us  out 
Tha.ts  "Thy  we  all  shout 
By  By  USAF 

Tfo t re  all  hero  >  s  yes  we  are 

But  the  Hudson  High  Boys  got  the  star 

By  By  USAF 

T-jhcn  They  throw  me  ~ut  thats  fin^ 

They  can  kiss  my  a.ss  next  tinw 
Air  Force  By  By. 
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I  S  I  ILL  KH-1SI-EL 
(Tunc  ;  I  "fonder  Ifiy 

I  sraull  Ktesl^c  ^  h"r  p^chcs  bare 

T  -nM-.  ^  JT  on  the  •— li--  -  , 

an  nirht  lonG  I  search  ax1,  search  r  ,i  n..or 
She  havo-a-n'1  gio  havc-a-no 

l8ve'  been  oatins  Kimsh-eday  n ’night 

r^,  s~i<D  h-w  T«vc  last  my  appe^oc 
/Jiv..  s  i£  w-.w  -  p^r  T)Crrl-r  -vhir;hs 

Now  Jo-sens  who  spre-.c.  thexr  pc...ix 

To  try  Tiio  out  i or  sizo 
X  havc-a-rr> 


rJOJ 

TUI,  ^JLFPiSffOO:?  S1TG 

To  the  tables  tam  at 

To  the  place  Tiber-  Tr^ts*r  ow-lis 

1  i  ^  *v  ^  qt°r  oOr  tjo  lor  o  Sn  Wwll 

X'  t«io  cUrr  '1*.  l^c..  ou-.r  — 

Srrr'the  Communist  asuxbl-c. 

TT- ...-,  tv-ir  Vodka.  rais.d  on  hi[;n 
*  Utbo  V-r  ofthedx  gaunt  wvoaf  «  mJO. 
y.  cT  i-;-,s  the  odor  o:C  their  sw-r.-os  s -x  ^ 

Its  their  sweats  s'ihat  c^-sts  m©  th< 

For  tteor  *«*  *;  w.shcc  “ 
i-r  wc.  BUI  sorceeta  5ir 

rest 

For  we  .arc  poor  littl-  R'-c-s 
T!ho  have  conG  istray 
Yak  Yak  Yale 

We  arc  little  Red  Reds 

■tjho  have  lost  our  way 
Yak  Yak  Yak 


j  rest 
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